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D E D I C A T f O TSf. 



To i/Jka lavefy Bkitisu ^g , 
. Frae Ladifs Charlotte, Anne, and]^zn^ 
Down to ilk bonvyfinging Befs, 
Wha dances barefoot on the green^ 

Dear Lasses, 

yOur tiioft humble flave,- 
Wha ne'er to ferve you (hall decline. 
Kneeling, wad your acceptance crave. 
When he prefents this fma' propine. 

Then take it kindly to your care. 
Revive it with your tunefu* notes r 

Its beauties will look fweet and fair, 
Arifing faftly through your throats,. 



IV 



DEDICATION. 



Ttie waaton wee thin^ will rejoice^ 
iJWheH tentcii by a fparkling ej^e*' 
Tfee fpinct tinkling with her voice,. 
It lying on her lovely knee, 

Whik kettles dringe oji ipgles dour^ 
Or clafhes ft ay the lazy laifs j / 
Thir fangs may ward you frae the four^^ 
".And gaily yacant minutes pafs. 

E'en while ||ie.tea-s fill'd reeking round,, 

Rather than plot a teiider tongue. 
Treat a' the circling lugs wi' found, 
^ Syne fafely fip when ye have fung» 

May happinefs had up your h€arts> 
And warm you lang with Ibving fires : 

May pow'rs propitioud pky their parts,! 
In matching you to your deffres. 



EftiNjBURCH, Jan, I. 
17 24. 



A. R AMS^AY. 




[ !X«}S J^«K 3{«j; 

[ am jr% j?4 



PREFACE. 

ALthough it be* acknowledged, that 
our Scots tunes haVe not length- 
ened variety of mufic, yet they have an 
agreeable gaiety and natural fweetnefs that 
make them acceptable wherc-ever they are 
known, not only among ourfclvcs, but 
in other countries. They sire, for the 
moft part fb chearful, that, on hearing 
them well played, or fung, we find a dif- 
ficulty to keep ourfelves from dancing. 
What further adds to the efteem we have 
for them, is their antiquity, and their be- 
ing univerfally known. Mankind's love 
for novelty would appear to contradidl; 
this reafon> but will not, when we confi^^ 

* a 3, ^^ty 
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Xii INDEX. 

A fouthland Jenhy that was right bonny \%% 

As I Cfttne hi by "TWdT 4de " *35 

'A €Ock iaird fb ctfdgre %^ 

Affettii^ day and nfingmorn- - .- , . -jcig 

A nymph of the plain 225 

All in the Donuns the fleet was moor*d 230 

Ah ! bright Bel'mdny hither Jy - 234 

^/^4Ar.?kunn'd his Jsllowfwkiitt i \, ^ 247 

A quire of bright beauties 2^3 

As charming Clara walk*d alone 2^4 

Amongd the willows on the grafs 281 

A trifliog fong ye thaH hear jtf 3 

As the fnow in valleys lying 304 

Awake, thou faired thing in nature 306 

Away, jou rover 309 

A Tout reforraatMn " '^ j| ij; 

•At nsufing 1 rfiQg'<L :xfi 11 isflttlcfw Ak>ne 326 ^ 

All yov ^hat urould refine yxHir blood 340 

As down in the meadows I chanced to pafe 354 

A cobler there was> and he liv'd in a lUlt '35^ 

As I am a friend 37a 

Ah ! woes me, poor Willy cry-'d 377 

As tippling yc^/ixi ^a6 joggi«g on {90 

.As after noon, on fi^nmer's day ... . 3?J 

Alexis^ how artlefs a Iwrer 3f jT 

A maid is like the golden ene 4^7 

Afox may fteal.y(iHr4wns, Sir 419 

V As Z>^//k was milking of the cows. 4^0 

A woman's ware like china ' .. 4916 

Aflift your vot'ry, friendly Nitje 4^ 

-By a murmuring dream a £uriflKQ|dienfe& \s^ iq 

Blate Jonny faintly teid ^ir ^an ihis naond 24 . 

Bright CynthU*B power divinely freat 35 

By fmooth winding Tny a fwarn was rctclining €£ 

Beneath a btech^s grateful Ihade 7 J . 

By the delicious warmnefs of thy tUQiith 75 

Beneath a greeo (hade I fouDd ft iiEiir maid 7.6 
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Xlil 



V^^'s beauties (hiaf^r^A bright '9^ 

kfs^d as th' immortal gods is he i 

Be4ucy from fancy takes its arms \ i : 

S^pw, my boy, lie ftiJl and flecp i a 

Bu(k ye, bade ye, my bpnoy bride i . 

Blyth Jociy young and gay i ^ . 

9a 9c ye, buflc ye, my boony bonny bride 2 : : 

^^wary, my Ce/ia, wheo.6>Ai^(wi iues 2 ; ^ 

BlefsM as th' immortal gods is- he 2 : / 

BkOfchus is a power diviae 2\: ; 

Belinda with afFeded mieo 3 , :, 

By the fide of a great kitchen-iire 3 . y 

Bacchus muft now his power- relign 3 3 1 

Blyth, blyth, blyth was flie . ■ ^^^ 

By mafon'sart the.afpiring dome 346 

Believe my Ilghr*, my tears, my dear 3 98 

C. 

Come 1et*s hae mair wine in 25 

Cclettialmufes, toae your lyres 2Vr 

Come fill me a bumper« my jolly brave boys 41- 

Gonfefs thy love, ftir blufhing maid 1 1 ^ 

Qo.aie, Florinda, lovely charmer 1 5 7 

Oonie here's to the nymph that I love 1 5 ^l 

Capld be the rebel's caft 2-^ 

Cdiat let not pride undp you a . .. 

CufiJi god of pleating angaiih 2 ' . 

Celia» too late you wou'd repent 3 = 

Cyfidf eafe a love^fick maid • ; . ■; 

Opme, neighbcRirs, now we've made our hay ^ ■ 

Come, carles, a' of fumblers ha' ; s ; 

Come let us prepare ; '■•. . 

Coftom prevailing lb long amongd the great 3:^ 7 

Cjnthia frowns whene'er I woo her 3; . 

Come, love, let's walk by yonder fpring ^1'^; 

Ct(C, away, gae thou frae me 

Come, lads, ne'er plague your heads .. . 

Can love be controU'd by advice ., ' 
'Qeiia now my heart hath broke 

* b Dm??... 



p. 

DumBarton^i drams beat bonny — O ^ . . , , ^ 

pear Roger , if your JV»«^ gcqk 

puty and part of reaibh 

i^fpairing beflde a clear ftream ' ') 

|o not a(k me, charming Pbillis 

'^iogenes furly and proud 

^amon, if you will beliere me ' , 

'^\^ ever fwain a nymph adore "^ 

^'papbnis (lood penfive in the (hade 
Dear CbloCy while thus beyond teeafure 
IPear Colin, prevent my warm bluih^s 

. . ' ^- • 
Fy let us a' to the bridal 

Farewell to Locbahen and farewell, my Jian 

Fpr the fake of fom'ebody 

Fair, fweet, and youog, receive a prize 

Fair Iris and her fwain 

Fie ! Liza, fcom the little arts 

Farewell, my bonny, witty, pretty Maggy 

From rofy bowers, where fleeps the god of love 

, From grave lefFpns and reftraint 

Fair Amoret is gone aftray 

from fVbite'%9inAmiPt 

' Fluttering fpread thy purple pinions 

Falfe tho' (he be to me and love 

, .■ ■■ C. 

Gin ye meet a bonny laffie . ^ 

<ji*e me a lafs with a lump of land 

iCo, go, go^ go, falfeftof thy ftxi.begpne '. " 
. Qcntly touch the warbling lyre 

Cently ftir and blow the fire 

(Sood Madam, when ladies are willing 
^ Good people, draw near 
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HOW Twteiij fmelis the fiiamer grceo 
H^u me, ye nymphs, and e? ery fwiio 

^qirkeo, and I will tell.yoo.how ^ 

"ihiw blyth ilk morn was I to fee li 

ippy's the loTe which meeu return 62 

' « yoo any pots or pans 96 

' man Jo6n OchUtree 135 

happy is the rnr^ down 186 

[qw (hall I be UA whe? a hufhand I liae 201 

from himfelfnow by the dawn 20^ 

ft are people and (ports 368 

|fow happy are we 280 
e's a health to the king, and a laiGng peace 191 

that will not merry merry be 292 

, how the tmmpet founds to battle 303 

'liho for c?er 309 

, iw happy a ftate does the miller pofleft 322 

H4»w blefs'd arebeggar-lafTes 348 

'^Bifing fpent all my time 35^ 

:^w plealant a Tailor's life pafles 364 

wppy the world in that blefs'd age 385 

:Pirk ! away, 'tis the merry ton'd horo 393 

'K>w happy are we 424 

'tfeyl my kitten, a kitten 439 

Is Hamllld then my own ^ 5 

In Tain, fond youth, thy tears gi^e o'er 36 

^b April t when primrofes paint the fweet plain 42 

*! will awa' wi' my Idve 63 

^i^i; faid td JiwMjf, Jiany, wilt thou do't 70 

i '16 winter when the raip raio'd cauld log 

'It was the charming month of May 219 

IF love's a fweet pidloo, why does it torment x 24 
yi January laft * " 128 

t tofs and tumble thro' the night 1 40 

Lhare a green purfe and a wee pickle gowd 168 

b 2 Jflc^^ 
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xvi INDEX. 

Jocfy met with Je»ny fair jj6 

jQcky foo, Jenny f»i!Q , 1^8 

I was anes a weil-tocbcrM laft 'xBi 

I yield, dear laflie, y<w hafre won ' Wi 

^11 range aroufid the fhiidy bowers ^^j 

jhi this groYe my Strephou waU(.*d i« 

Jblly mortals, fi!^you^ glaifvs ' if« 

i'U fail upon the dog-itar " 25 

if file be not kind a« lair "A 

In fpite of io?c at length I've found » . ". ^g 

it was in aid aboat the Martimnas time 

i thank ihee, my friend . ! B^ 

I have been in. love, and in debt, ajid in dtink 

i once was a poet at London 

if heaven* its bleiSnga to augment 

in yonder town there wons a yT *0y 

I'll (ing you a ditty and Vf arrant it true 

I had a Iieart, that now does heanlds ga€ 

In arxient times, ■ in ^W/i7i)i'»-ifle - - 

If thillis denies mc relief 

l^lo/o the virgin's heart invade 

W you at an office folicit your doe 

i'iiate the coward tribes 

|d pimps and poUxieians 

jl acu a poor maiden fbrfaken - '4^ 

Kcdiy, kindly, thus my Aealbre ?'i 

'• • ■ ■ I- ■ ■ : '.: '1;' 

Let's be jovialj 611 oor glaflcs '^ ' ' Jf 

^ook where my dear Hamilla fmiles 1 $ 

Leave kindred and ffiends, fweet Betf^ :j8 

iiaffie, lend me your-bra himp H^dkfe ' '' '■'' ''^ '^'•''3^ 

JLpvc's goddefs in a myrtle grove •. v »; .-.rf^j 

Lp\e never more (ha J J give me pain ^ ^55 

Laite in an evening forth I went ' ' 1 / 1 

£^ti meaner beauties ufe their art 20$ 

Lsuft Sunday at St Jamts\ pray'r^ j'^f 



INDEX.. .: xvii 

^e, thou art th« befl of human joy t 2^42 

etfoldiers fight for prey, or.praifc . 250 

pve off your foolifh prating a $2 

pi^nder on the bay ... ^ 319 

j[dle fyren of the (lage ^j^ 

Ws drinks my friends^ while here we Itvc- - 413 
ti us drink and be merry, dance; joke, aocl rejoice 424 

\l\ matters of (late \ 433 

M. ..... 

^1 Jocfy biyth for wfiat thou ^a& done 5^ 

f. mither's ay glowran o'er xne 61 

[ fweeteft May^ let hnre iocHne thee ' 70 

: dear and only love, 1 pray 102 

rch, march 13 1 

Sfe Patic is a lover gay 134 

fff.J^^^y ^ I hare iailkl- 1 56 

, ffy fodger-laddie 19^ 

My Peggy is a young thing 1 98 

jpjjdays have been fo woivdrous free 229 

^jbiden frefh as a rofe 240 

My friend and I 249 

l^yCbloet why do ye flight me 271 

My dear miflrefs has a heart 296 

^ay the ambitiout ever find 3OO 

My goddefs Lydia heavenly fair 303- 

Ay deareft nuud, fince you defire 375 

Man may efcape from rope and gun 420' 

^^ love was fickle once and changing 448* 

N. ■■• 
if duty to the greenMrbod gane 19 

Now wat ye wha I met yeftr^en 6t 

Now the fun's gane out o' fight 73 

Now Pbebus advances on high 92 

Now fpring begins her fmiling round I46 

Now all the virgin<fweets are mine - ^ 173 

itow from rufticiiy and love 205 
Now Cod b^ wV old Sjimon /^o,-^ 

h 3 0\v)\A^ 



wSl J IJ J^ ^ f 

0;4ove1y maid ! how dear's thy powefj ^ j^ ^' a'v.s^i tu^k 
Of^^/tliy k>6ks have idU'd iQy heart. . . ;, ^^/^w^^ 
O^andyy why learca thou thy Nflfy tomonrfi.^ ,;^':^ lyi^ 

O Befy Bell aikl Mary Gray ; - . :^Vv lO 
Of race divine thou needs muft bfe .;\ . j'jij ,u, )tf 

OMary, thy graces and glances . v - ^ ^^ 

O (leer her up and had her gaurn 95 

O mither dear, I gin to fear - .. *-■. '; '^ijjjl 
Of all the birds wfiofe tuneful throats . . . . - .^^ 

One day I heard Mary fay * ' .JUlf 

O come away, come' away .4^ 

O had away, had away .«^9 

O <wha's that at my chamber-door ■' '\ ^^ 

Oyer the mountains ,%i/% 

O waly, waly up the bank , 139 

Q virgin kind ! we canna tell 19^ 

O Jeanyt Jeany^ where has thou been ' \\^ 

C ctear Peggy 9 love's beguiling . . ao^ 

Pf all the girls that are fo fmart .. 236 

Oh ! love, if a god thou wilt be 238 

On a bank befide a willow , .^301 

Qli^lead me to fome peacefirl gloom .^SHi, 

Ob lead me to fome peacefnl roiom .,■ [^gg[ 

Ctfi all comforts I mi^arHed q6& 

yOtr i tfac dMrmmg naomh of JMo]^ 270 

One evening as 1 lay . ^j^ 

0(ie long IVhiteJun holy-day ^7fll^ 

0|ip yj^r/Vmorny wbeirfipoffilhefel . . 2$p^ 

iOi''fiirpn(in^ lovely fair SOfl^ 

Oo d bank of flowers . ^ \ jj^|rI[ 

Ok r happy, happy grove ; ' 3 j j-^. 

OR:f //r/^^ banks, in a fomiherl^ n^jfbt . ^' . . 312^, 

P4ny heart ! my heavy, heavy heaqi v c 3^-' 

^O grint me, kind Baixbus 34Si.- 

OLHjier^ fam*d for maidens fair 349 ? 

OiW vS'«;z^^ biter mafs ,. -359/^ 

Of att the lormcot^ all the care ' ^ ^ .. 351^^^ 
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0f all the girb ia our towa . ^ , ... , .,\ . ,g(f^ 

jikr Pa/(r isafad ffill'W needs Vlutw^ fiaq^t het 418 

iQarfelvety like tte great, tp fecnre a retreat 42a 

MNd Cbir^^xA >reach'd ko his papl >/<:ii7Ar/ 428 

S>n Whitfunday morain^ 429 

^all the trades from eaft to. weft 412 
jS 

4%iD*d with her flighting Jamli% Io?e 51 

iP^ggyt now the kiag^s come 20n 

fSdbs Belinda goes to prayers 257 

PWy now, 7^iw, let Jug prevail 259 

PMtty parrot, fay, when I was away 267 

fW//// the fiureft of loVe's foes 278 

(Kfhee, Sufarit what dofl mufe on 297 

Pfifiiee, J9//(k> hen't fo (illy. 315 

Ptfud womao^ I fcom you 389* 

nun St defpife not' your faithful lo?cr 41 3» 

PMt as the new fallen fnow appears 43P 
I ■; -i 

^■: ^' R.' 

]jbt!%m hameward, my heart, again . , .911 

IUP% Jock came to wop. oar Jfnnj^ ' ]6i' 

KA&ember, Damon ^ y'oudidjtell 245* 

^^^^ ' : \ .1 ' ** 

aBJcaed to the power of love , 29 < 

SiS&ld auld acquaintanije be fb.rgot ^ 49,4 

Sli^t Sir, for your coirtene 56^ 

^Bftjf/, Sandx, Toung, and 6'/y» . . * / . . , lof) 

SMAoicnte . > . 13c* 

Siiii: all thy vows, f|ll^ maid '. . . 134 
Ali!r2rK in Edinburgh '"^2^% born . , . » 
SiNr^ye 7tf«»y Nettlis *' ^ ^ . " . . . , 
Stthid, found the mufic, ^found It .196^ 

S^feak on, f peak thus, and ftill my grjcf ^ . 206 « 

SAiSy ftept he eafl the \va' . ,> > ^ » , „;, . ^i ai^io 

S^>ild^ome my long ftray'^d eyes to me 226 
S#^t are the charms of her 1 loye i%\ 

Stella 
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177 



SSft *'i ^ t) 'k *E. 

htii wine that clears the nndcrfjandigg ' /.7 »=! 'rfM 
Tliiere were three lads in our town \.^,^. .^ /-J^ 

rrfate manners of the great aic^ 
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Vjpim a fair morning for foft rect^tioD ... 
|jj[^raid me not, capridons^faur, ^ ;> / , V^ 

fjRluic beauties does Fara difclusfd/ ,^\ , 

When we meet again, P^efy . -i-;- 

,'When flow'ry meadowy deck the year . 

VAiy hangs that cloud upon thy brow 

JWhilc fops in jTaft. Italian ? erfe 

lyhen we came to London wifjn 

•"When innocent pa (lime oo^ pleafnre did crowo 

,l9Vlule fome for pleafore pawn their health 

.When trees did bud, and fields were' green 

^(l^at means this nicenefs now of late 

y/ith broken words, and d^wncaft eyc^ 

Where wad bonny Annijp lie 

^ill ye go to the ew-bughts, Marion 

j?Miat numbers flialTth^ 

WKen I think on my lad ^. 

I^Mien abfent from the iiyidph I loire 

fiVith tuneful pipe and hearty de^ 

When fummer comes, the fwains on 7}wffJ ,; 

jffl/iy9 n^'er in^uir? what ehd . 

.When r?c a faxpence under my thumo ^ 

When beauty blazes heaycflly^ ^"^^^ :. ., . 

While our flocks are a*feeding , \lx\ii r 

Wlien Pbcshuj bright the azure tkies' '" 

Willy was a wanton wag 

When firft my dear laddie gade to>the grp^q hijl 

Were I aflur'd you'll con(bnt prove 

Sell, I agree, you're furcof me 
hen hope was quite funk in defpair 
Whilft I fondly view the charmer 
WUlfl J gaze on Cbhc trembling 




.1 .^ D E Xi ttlS 

Would yoa have a youog vir|xii of fifteen yeart 2^7 

^My to pale and wan, ' fond lover 348 
j^l! driok, and we'll never have ddDe,^ bo^s . 25^ 
^Miile the lover It thinking ' ' " 253 

"Where oxen do low 263 

When CS/oe we ply 2 jl 

l^ba'd you chufe a wife. 2Ja6 

Vfhj (hould a fooliih nuuMige-vow 29V 

When, lovely PhilUsy thou art kiivl 298 

Vfhj we love^ and why Wb'hate 993 

^Vhen bright Aurelia tript the plaia jttt 

9Vlule filently I lov'd, nor dar'd 2\% 

We ail CO conquering beauty bow 314 

WMy% rare, and mUf% fair 3^.1 
When betimes 6n the nnom to the fields we repair 330 

When the bright god of day 335 

Whilft I klotoe your foal poflefs'd 338 

SHien I was a young lad 35.7 

Whea my kfdcs are grown hoary 360 

When thy beauty appears 379 

"^odd fate to me Belinda give 39c 

I DelU on the plain appears 396 

; tho' they call me countij-lals 4d2 

e'er beholds my Helen^ face 4Q9 

*Why will FhrcUat when I gaze 415 

Were I laid 00 GreefdantT^ ooaft 41^ 

When you cenfure the age ^xt 

^What gudgeons are we men 422 
What woman co^'d do, I have try'd to be free 432 

J-When gay Philander fell a prize 438 

^^th ev'ry grace ybang Strefhon choie 439 

'Vl^e have 00 idle prating 443 

^''■' ,r . V. 

'Vh-gjas W« l^e the fair flower in its luAre 4 iS 

^Itfagiiis, if e'erat lafiitprove , 431 

\*¥ • ^ ^ 

3:s: - j;. .... . : i.^ i ;;».«*■ 

bWoY/ 
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Y. 

Ye gods ! was Strephon\ pi^are 1>!el3*d it e 

Ye gales that gently wave the iea • ^§ 

Y<r watchful guardians of the fair. .' '^1 
Yle fhepherds and nymphs thajt aSom ^^y plki() vAk 

Voting Philander wq6*d m& lttj||r |§^ 

Ye blytheftiads and*hiflfes gay Ij^j 

Ycnng Cory dou And PA;/tit \' 2f9 

Ye beaux of pleafure . 5; V^ 
Y^ I could love, if I could find . ipj? 

Yoa may ceafe to complain aSS 

Ye-virgin powers,. 4efend my heart st^g 

You that .love mirth, attend tp my fong^ 2.00 

Yes, all the world will^fiye agree * joi 

¥e highlands and ye lawlands ^Ui 

Young Roger c^mt tapping . ^fo 

Young Roger of the mill ^g 

Y.oung virgins love pleafure ' 4G0 

You meaner beauties of the night 403 

Ye. nymphs and (flvaii gods ^t^ 

Youth's the feafon mado for joys /^ 9t% 

Ye^powcrs that o'er nhrakitid prefide 4}j 



V COLLECT ION 

OF 

CHOICE SONGS. 

BoJJNY ChristV. 

How fweedy fauRs Ac 'fiinmer green I 
Sweet taftc the peach and cherry « 
Painting and order pteafe onr een» 
And claret makes us merry : . 
Bttt fineft colours, frudts^ and flawers, « / 

And wine, the* I be thirfty, . . 

Ijoie a* their charms, aad weakar powers^ 
Compar'd with thofe of €hryfy, 

When wand'ring 6*er the flow'ry park^ 

No natural beauty wanting. 
How liehtfome is't to hear 3tc lark. 

And birds in confort chantmg f 
But if my Chrifytxmt^ hor voice, 

I'm rapt in admiration ; 
My thoughts with ecftafies rejoice. 

And drap the haill creation* 

Whene'er ftie ffriiles a kindly glance^ 

I take the happy omen. 
And aften mint to make advaiice. 

Hoping fhe*il prove k woman : 
But, dubious of my ain dcfert. 

My fentiments I fmotha' ; 
With fecret fighs l vex my hearty 

For fear ihe love another. 

you L ♦ A T?IM^ 
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Thus fang blate Edie by a burn, 

His Chrifty did o'erhear him ; 
She dqughtna let her lover mourn, 

But ere he will drew near him. 
She fpake her favour with a look. 

Which left nae room to doubt her ; 
He wifely this white minute took. 

And flang his arms about her. 

My Chrifty ! witnefs, bonny flreajnj 

Sic joys frae tears arifing, 
I wifh this may na be a dream ; 

O love the maift furpriiing ! 
Time was too precious now for tauk ; 

This point of a' his wiihes ^ 
lie wadna with fet fpceches bauk, 

Bpt war'd it a' on kiffps. 



The Buih aboon Trac^air. 

HEar i?ie, ye nymphs, and every fwain, 
rir tell how Peggy grieves me. 
Tho' thus I languifh, thus complain, 

Alas ! ih« ne'er believes me. 
My vows and lighs, like filent air, 

Unheeded never move her ; 
At the bonny bufh aboon Traqualr^ 
Twas there I iirft did love her. 

That day fhe fmil*d, and made me glad. 

No maid feem'd ever kinder ; 
I thought myfelf the luckieft lad. 

So /weetly fhere to find her. 
I try'd to footh my am'rous flame. 

In words that I thought tender ; 
Jf more there pafs'd, I^n not to blame, 

\ meant not to offen4 hex. 



OF CHOICE SONG 3. 

Yet now fhe fcornful flees the plair. 

The fields we then frequented ; 
If e'er we meet, (he fhews difdaiii, 

She looks as ne'er acquainted. 
The bonny bufh bloom'd fair in May, 

Its iweets I'll ay remember ; 
But npw her frowns make it decay. 

It fkdes as in December, • 

Ye Tural powers, who hear my ftriia?; 

Why thus fhould Peggy grieve me ? 
Oh ! ibakelier partner in- my pailis, . 

Then let her uniles relieve me. 
If not, my k>ve will torn de^ir. 

My pamon no. more tender. 
m leave die bufh ^boon Traquairg 

To lonely wilds Til wander'. 



An O D jE. . 

To the tun^ off Pokvanlf on the Q yet n, . 

THO' beauty, like the rofe. 
That fmiles on Pol-wartb gcen , 
In various colours' ihows. 
As 'tis by fancy fcen ; 
Yet all its diflFererit glories lie 

United in thy face ; 
And virtue, like the fun on high. 
Gives rays to cv'ry grace. 

jSo charming is her air. 

So fmooth, fo calm her mind. 
That to fome angePs care 
Each motion leems aflign'd : 
But yet fo chearful, fprightly, gay^ 

The joyful moments fly. 
As if for wings they flole the ray 
She dartcth from her eye. 

A 2 ¥w\ti\ 
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Kind amorous Cupids^ 'while 

With tuneful voice ihe iings^, 
Perfume her breath and (mile. 

And ware their bakny wing$ t 
But as the tender bluihes ri6» 

Soft innocence doth wam,^ 
The fott] in blifsful ecftafiet 

Di^blveth in the charm*. . ^ S* 



**iPi« 
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W Hal beauties dods iY#r« di&loft 2 
How £weei aie h6r finiles upon T'wa/f 
Yet Maty*s ftm fweetfer than thofe $ 

Both natnre and ^cy exceed. 
Nor daifr, not fweetrbl«Jhing ioft» 

Not aU the gay ftywers of the field«. 

Not Twtid g\i6inz g*n^ thorough^ thofeji 

Such beauty and plealure does yield. 

The wvrbters act heard in the grove> 

The linnet, the lark» and i& thrufiit, 
The blackbird, and fweet-cooii\g dore^ 

With mu6c inchant ev*^ buflu 
Come, let us go forth to the mead» 

Let us fee how the primrofes ^nng. 
We'll lodge in fome village on Tivned^ 

And love while the fieather'd folks fing» 

How does my love pais Ae long day I 

Docs Maryr not tend a few meep i 
Do they never carelefslyftray. 

While happily (he lies aflcep ? 
T'weed's murmurs fhould lull her to refi | 

Kind nature indulging my blifs. 
To relieve the {oft pains of my breM^s • 

I'd fleal an ambrofial ki6^ 



•Tia 
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Tis fhe does the virgina excel. 

No beautyr with her may compare ; 

Love's graces all round her do dwell, 
/She's fairefty where thoufimds are fair. 

Say, charmer, where do thy ffocks *ftray '? 
Oh ! ten me at noon where they feed ; 

9uAlr rioeic themon Iw^el winding Tttjf 
Or the pleafanter banks of the f'weed ? 



SON G. 

To the tune of, Wo*s m^ heart that njct Jbetdd fwUir. 

IS Hamiila then my own ? . . 

O ! the dear, the charming treafure ; 
Fortune now in vain fhall frown ; 
All my future life is pleafure. 

See how rich with yontliful grace. 

Beauty warms her ev'iy feature ; 
Smiling heaven is in her face, ^ 

All is gay, and all is nature. 

See what mingling charms arife, 

Rofy (miles, and kindling bluihes > 
Love fits laughing in "her tyts^ 

And betrays her Secret wiihes, 

HaHe then from th* Idalian grove. 

Infant ihules, and fports, and gr^es ; 
Spread the downy couch for love. 

And lull us m your Iweet embraced, 

Softeft raptures, piwe from noife, . 

This fair happy night fiirround us ;: 
While a thoufand fpnghtly joys 

Silent flutter all around us* 



^ %A COLLECTION 

Thus unfbur'd with care or ftrife, 

HAvejj ftill guard this deareft bleffing f 

While we tread the path of Kfe, 
Loving flill^ and' ftill poffcfling. 



SONG. 

Let's be jovial, £11 ourglalTes,. 
Madnefs 'tis for us to think^ 
How the warld is rul'd by affes* 

And the wife are fway'd by chink.^ 
Fa, la, rUy &c^ 



Then never let vain cares opprefs us> 

Riches are to them a'fnare, ' 
Were ev'ry one as rich as Crafusx 

While our bottle drowns our care. 
Fa, la^ ra, &c. 

Wine will make us as red as rofes. 

And our fbrrows quite forget ; 
Come let us fuddle all our nofes. 

Drink ourfelves quite out of debt. 
Fa, la, ra, &c. 

When grim death is looking for us. 

We are toping at our bowls, . 
Bacchus joining in the chorus : 

Death, be goae, here's none but fouls. 
Fa, la, ra, &c. 

God-like Bacchus thus commanding. 

Trembling death away ihall fly. 
Ever after undcrftanding. 

Drinking fouls can never die. 
JFa, /tf> raj fit, 

MtJlULAIfD 
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MuiRLAND- Willie* 



HEarken and I will tell you how 
Young Muirland JViuie, came to woo j 
Tlio* he could neither fay nor do ; 

The truth I tell to you. 
But ay he cries, whatever b«tide, 
Maggyy Ffe hae her to be my bride. 
With afaU dal, &c. 

On his gray yad as he did Hdc, 
With durk and piflol by his fide. 
He pricked her on wi*'meikje pride^ 

Wi' meikle mirth and glee. 
Out o'er yon mofs, out o'er yon muir. 
Till he came to her dady'« door. 
With afal, dal, &c. 

Goodman, quoth he, be ye within, 
I'm come your doughter's love to win, 
I care no for making meikle din, . 

What anfwer gi'e ye me ? 
Now, wooer, quoth he, wou'd ye light down> 
I'll gi'e ye my doughter's love to win, 
Witbafal, dal, &C. 

Now, wooer, fin ye are lighted doWn, 
Where do ye win, or in what town ? 
I think niy doughtier winnk gloom . ' 

On fie a Jad as ye. 
The wooer he Hepp'd up the houfe, 
And wow but he was wondrous croufb. 
With afaU dah &c. 

I have three owfcn in a plough, 
Twa good ga'en yads, and gear enough^ 
The place ^ey ca' it Cadeiieu^h J 
Ifcorutotell ali«:' 



» A COLLECTION 

Beiidesy I had frae the great laird, 

A peat-pat, and a lang kail^yaid, - - 

Witbafai; dot, kz. 

The maid pat on her kirtle brown^ . 
She was the braweft in a' the town ; , 
1 wat on him (he did na gloom, ~ - ' 

But blinkit bonniUe. 
The lover he llended upiii hafte. 
And gript her hard^jkbdat the w^e. 
With afal, dal, ^c. 

/ • . • • 

To win your IJQve, maid, I'm come here, . , 
I'm young, and ha'e enoiigh o* g^r ; 
And for myfell yoi^ need na fear. 
Troth try me whan ye like. 
He took aft' his bonnet, and i|^at in hJs chow. 
He dighted his gab, and he pri*d he^mo^'^ 
With afal, daU &c 

The maiden bluih'd, and bing'd fu law,. 
She had na will to fay him ttO, 
But to her dady ihe left it a'. 

As they twa cou'd agree. 
The lover he ga'e her the either fcife. 
Syne rart to her dady, and tell'd him this^ 
Witbafal, dolt &c. 

Your dough ter wad n^ iay me na,. 
But to yourfell (he h^s left it a% 
As we cott*d 'gree between us twa ; 

Say whatll ye gie mc wT her ? 
"^aWy wooer, quo' 1^^ I ha'e nae meik|^ 
But fic's I ha'e, ye's get a pidde, 
mtb afaly dal^ &c. 

A kilnftt' of com PU ^V to thee. 
Three foums of ihecp, twa gqpd milk kj% 
Ye's ha'e the wadding dixmer fe^ ^ 
Troth I dow do luiaiair.. 

Cdntenf 
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Content, qno' he, a baigam bcf L. 

Tm far frae hame, mak^ ^aftc let's io% 

With a/alt dtd^ &c.', " 

The bridal-day it came to paft. 
With mony a blythefome iad aod laA ; 
Bat ficken a day there nevtt wai| 

Sick mirth was never! ieen» '^ 
This winibme conple ibak#d handle / 
Mefs John t/d up the siamffe^bandf » 
Witbafal, id, &c: • * ' 

Andonr hnde^s maidens were la ie«^ - 
Wi'tap-knoUy lag-knot9» a* in Uen^' 
Frae Up to tae they were braw iew^ 

And blinkit bbnluUie. 
Their toys and mutches were iae ckaa» 
They glanciNi in our iadibs' ecn^ 
JFiti a/ai, M, &c . 

Sic hixdnm» dirdmn, and fie din^ 
VHi' he o'er her» and ihe o'er him i 
T%e mmftreif tiliey did ucvei' 'bliu> 

Wi' meikle mirth and slee. 
And ay they bobitA and av Uiey beckt» 
And ay dieir vames togetner me^ 
M'M a/aJ, M SfC^ . : . * 



The Pjiomis'd Joy. 

To the tune of, Carl an the king come. ^ 

WHen *we meet again, Phej^, 
When lui nua again* thAyp 
"Raptures iMtll re*warJ Qur .^in^ . 
4nd lofi refuh in {Mr, Phtly^ 
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Long the fport of foitttne driv'iiy ' 
To deipair our thoughts were giv'n. 
Our odds will all be ev'n, Phely^ • • 
When *vje meet again^ Phely, i^c* . 

Now in dreary difbint -groves, ' 
Tho' wc moan likt turtle doves/ ' . " ' 

SuflPring beft our virtue provesj.' * .' * ■• 

And will enhance our loves^ Phefy, 
iVhen 'we meet again^'ihtlYi &c. 

Joy will come in a furprife. 
Till Its happy hovarzilfy ;: . , . 

Temper well your^ovpifick'iigfis, * ^ ' ' •' 

For hope becomes* the -wife, - PiBjtfj*^ '/\ 
When lue meet Again ^^ Phety;* ^ o : . . 
When ^we meet again ^ Phefy, 
Raptures tcill renuard our pain. 
And lofs refult in gain^ Phely. 



-j.ii 
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To Delia, on Ker drawing him to' 
her Valentine- ... . >•♦. a 

^ To the tune of, jg/afi-^yV 4S/(/2i«. 

YE powers I was Damon then fo blefs'd. 
To fall to charming Delia^s Ihare i 
Delia, the beauteous maid, pofTefs'd 
Of all that's foft, and all that's fair ? 
flere ceafe thy bounty, O indulgent heav'n, 
I afk no more, for all my wiih i^ giv'n, 

I came, and Delia foxiling fhow'd. 

She fmil'd, and fhow'dthe happy name t 
^. With rifing joy my heart o'erflow'd, 
J fdt and blefs'd the new born-flan 



-flame. 
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bfteft pleafures carelefs round her move, 
dl her nights be joy, and days be love. 

: drew the treafure from her breail, 

That bread whererlove and graces play, 

tame beyond expreffibu bleft ? 

Thus lodg'd with all ihaf s fair and gay. 

: fo lodg'd ! the thought is ecfbify, 

would not wiih m pariadife to lie ? R. 



The Faithfitl Shepherd. 

To the tune of, Auldlangfyne. 

^Hen flow*ry mdtdows deck die year, 

And fporting kmbkins play, 
\ ipanel'd fields renew'd appear, 
d mufic wak'd the day ; 
did my Ci6/0r leave her bow*r, 
hear my am'rous. lay, . " 

I'd by my love fhe vo.w*d no powV 
>u'd lead her heart aftray. 

x^arbling quires froni ev'ry bough 
Tound our couch in throngs, 
all their tuneful art beftow, 
• give us change of longs : 
s of delight my foul poflefs'd, 
Jefs'd, then hugg'd my maid ; 
3'd the kifles from her breaft, 
eet as a nooh-day's (hade. 

ranfporting never falls 

> fly away as air, 

her fwain with her prevails 

> be as falfe as fair. 

t can my fatal pafHon cure ? 
I never woo again ; 
ler difdain I mufl endure, 
loring her in vain. 
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What pity *ds to hear the boy 

Thus nghing widi his j^n! 
But time and fcom may give him jpy^ 

To hear her figh again* 
Ah ! fickle Chloe^ be advisM, 

Do not thyfelf beguile, 
Afeithfulloverfliouldbepnz'd, . . 
' Then t:ure him with a unik. 



To.Mrs S« H. oji her takingiomethin? 
ffllfaiU 

To the tune of, Halkw ev*n* . . 

WHY hangs diat doad upon thy brow ? 
That beauteous heay^ erewhilc ferenc f ' 
Whence do thefe Slgom and tempefts flowt 
Or what this guft df pallion mean ? * 

And muft then mankind k)fe thsR light. 
Which in thine eyes was.^ont to fhme» 
And lie obfcure in ehdlefs ifijfht, 
For each poor filly ipeech otmine ? . 

Dear child, how can L wrong thy name^ 
Since 'tis acknowledge at all hands, % *- 

That could ill tongues abufe thy fame» 
Thy beauty can make large amends : 
Or if I durft profanely tiy / . 

Thy beauty's po^'rful charms. I* upbraldji 
Thy virtue well ought give the lie> 
Nor call thy beauty to its aid. , 

For Venus eveiy heart t* en(haf e> 
With all her charms has deckM thy face^ 
And Pallas f with unuAial care. 
Bids wifdom heighten evety grace,' 
Who can the double pain endure; 
Or who muft not refign the field 
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thee, celeftial Budd» fecore 

h Cufid'^ bow, and Pa/Zu^' ihleld? 

f then to thee iudi pow'r is given* 

: not a wretch in torment live, 

t fmile, and learn to copy heaven, 

ice we mail fin ere it forgive. 
It pitying heaven not only does 
3rgive th' offender and th' ofence» 
at even itTelf appeas'd be^wt, 
iS the reward of penitence. 



The Broom of Cowdeiiknows* 

HOw blyth ilk mom was I to (ee 
The fwain come o'er the hilll 
He ikipt the buniy and flew ^o me : 
I met him with good-will. 

the broomy the bonny bonny broom^ 
The broom ^/"Cowdcnknows ; 

/ 'wijb I ivere 'with my dear f^ain^ 
With his pipe and nt^ rwes^ 

1 neither wanted ewe nor lamb. 

While Jiis flock near me lay : 
He gathered in my ftieep at night. 

And cheer'd me a' the day. 
•O the brmmy &c. 

He tun'd his pipe and reed iae fweet, 

iTie burds ftor»d Uft*ning by : 
E*en the dull cattle flood and gaz'd, 

Charm-d with hi6 melody. 

the broom^ 8cc>, 

While thus we fjpent om* time by tnms. 
Betwixt our flocks and play; 

1 cnvy'd not the faireft dame, 

Tho' ne'er fae rich and gay. 
the brocm, &c. 
Vol. L • S 
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Hard fate that I fliou'd baniih'd be. 

Gang heavily and mourn, 
Becaufe I lov'd the kindeft fwaia 

That ever yet was bOrn. 
O the broonty Sec, 

He did oblige me every hour, 

Cou'd I but faithfu* be ? 
He (law my heart ^ cou'd I refufe 

Whate'er he ajQc'd of mc ? 
O the broom, &c« 

My doggie, and my little kit 

That held my w©c foup whey. 
My plaidy, broach, and crooked ftjck, . . ' 

May now lie ufelefs by. 
O the broom, &c. 

Adieu, ye CoivdenknowDs, adieu. 

Farewell a' pleafures there ; 
Ye gods, reftore me to my fwain. 

Is a' I crave or care. 
O the broom^ the bonny bonny broom. 

The broom of QovfQLtnknoviS', 
J ijuijh I ivere ivith my dear fwain^ 

fyith his pipe and my eives* S. R. 



To Ch L O E. 

To the tune of, I<wijh my lo've nvere in a mire^ 

- ^^\ Lovely maid 1 how dear's thy pow'r ? 

\^ At once I love, at oftce adore :' 

With wonder are my thoughts poffeft. 

While fofteft love infpires my breaft. 

This tender look, thefe eyes of mine, 
£^onfefs (heir ajn'rous mailer thine ; 



Thefe 
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Thefe eyes with Strepbon^s pafiion play, 
Firft make me love, and then betray. 

Yes, charming viAor, I am thine ; 
Poor as it is, this heart of mine 
Was never in another's pow*r, 
Was never pierc'd by love before. 
In thee Tve treafurM up my joy. 
Thou canft give blifs, or blifs deftroy : 
And thus I've bound myielf to love, 
Wlule bliis or mifery can movt. 

O ihould I ne'br poflefs thy charms. 
Ne'er meet my comibrt in thy arms ; 
Were hopes of dear enjoyment gone. 
Still would I love, love thee alone. 
But, like fome difcon'tented ft;tde, 
That wanders where its body's laid. 
Mournful I'd roam with hollow glspe. 
For ever exil'd from my fair. 1,. 



Upon hearing his piiture was in" 
Chloe's bread. 

To the tunc of. The fourteen of Oflobcr. 

YE gods ! was Strepbon*s pidure bleft 
With the fair heaven of Cbloe^s breaft ? 
Move fofter, thou fond fluttering heart. 
Oh gently throb, — too fierce thou art. 
Tell me, thou brighteft of thy kind. 
For Strephon was the blifs defign'd ? 
For Strephon's fake, dear charming maid, 
Didft thou prefer his wand'ring fhade ? 

And thou, blefs'd fhade, that fweetly art 
Lodged fo near my Cbloe^s heart. 
For me the tender hour improve. 
And foftly tell how dear I love. 

B 2 \5tV^T2Xt&3\ 
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Ungrateful thing ! it (corns to hear 
Its wretched mailer's ardent pray'r, 
Ingroffing all that beauteous heav'n. 
That Chke^ laviih maid'^ has given. 

I cannot blame thee : Were I locd 
Of all the wealth th#fe breads afford^ 
I*d be a mifer too, i\or gi^e 
An alms to keep a god alive.^ 
Oh fmile not thus, my lovely fair. 
On thefe cold looks,, that lifelefs are ; 
Prize him whofe bofom glows with fire,. 
With eager love and foft defire.. 

*Tis true thy charms, O powerful maid> 
To life can bnng the iileiit Ibad;^ : 
Thou canfl furp^ the paint^'s art,. 
And real warmth and dailies impart. 
3ut ^ ! it ne'er can love like me, 
I've ever lov'd, and lov'd but thee : 
J nen, cRATBieir, grsnt flty* zoiicl reottefr,^ 
Say thou canft love, and make me bleis'd. 



Song for a Serenade^ 

To the tune of, TBe Broom of Cowdcnkflows. 

TEach me, Chloi^ how to prove 
My boailed flame fincere ; 
'Tis hari to tell how dear 1 love,. 
And hard to hide my care. 

Sleep in vain difplays her charms^ 

To bribe my foul to reft. 
Vainly fpreads her filken arms. 

And courts me to her breads 
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Where can Stripbou find irqxife. 

If Ci&/0eisnottheiel - 
For ah ! no peace his bolbm knows* 

When abient from the fair. 

What tho' Pheelus from on high 

With'holds his chearfiil ray. 
Thine eyes can well his light fuppty. 

And give me more tha^ day. L. 



Lore is the cauic of my mourning. 

\ 

BY a muimurinr ftream a fair fiiepherdcis lay. 
Be fo kind, p ye nymphsy I oftimes heard her ^y». 
Tell Str€pho» I die, if he paffes thi$ wa]r. 
And that Uve is tht caufe cymy maurmng. 
Falie (hepberds, that tell «ie of l>eaiity and dtarm*;. 
You deceive me, for Strepbon^ZQoXd heart never warms j 
Yet bring me this StrephM^ let ^e die in his arms, 
Oi&otrejmon! the caufe' ef my mourning* 

fiat firft, faid fhe, let xoe go 

Down to the ihades below. 

Ere ye let Strepbon knoir 

Th^t I have lov'd him fo : 
Then qn my pale check no bliiihes will /how 
^hat live was the caufe of my mounting. 

Her eyes were'fcarcc ck>/ed when Strephon came hy^ 
Re thought fhc'd been ilceping, an4 ipfily drew nigh ; 
But finding her breadilefe. Oh hfcavehsf did he cr) , 
Ab Chloris I the caufe of my mournings 
^cftorc me my CbUrist ye nyihphs, iife your art. 
They fighine, reply'd, 'Twas yourlelf fhot the dart, 
That wounoed the lender yoong ihepbcrdcfs' heart, ' 
Aiul kiWd the popr Chloris mntb mourning. 

Ah then is Clihris dead, * . 

Woundedbyimrlheiaidf •• 

I'll follow thee, chaile maid, * 

'Dcvn ^ the Glait fh^iit, . i;, « 

B 3 T:Uibl 
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Then on her cold fnowy breaft lining his head. 
Expired the poor Strephon ^th toourning, X, 



To Mrs A. H. on feeing her at a coa- 
fort. 

To the tune of. The honnieft lafs in «' the nnarUi 

••T Ook where my dear Hamilla fmiles, 
1 ^ Hamilla ! heavenly charmer ; 
See how with all their arts and wiles 

The Lo^es and Graces arm her. 
A blu(h dwells glowing -on her cheeks. 

Fair feats of youthful pleafures. 
There love in fmiling language fpeaks, 

There fpreads his rofy trtSfurcs. 

O faireft n^aid, I own thy pow'r, 

I gaze, I iigh, and languifh. 
Yet ever, ever will adore. 

And triumph in my anguifh. 
But eafe, O charmer, eafe my care. 

And let my torments nJbve thee ; 
As thou art faireft of the fair, 

So 1 the deleft love thee, 2. C. 



The BoN^Y Scot, 

To the tune of. The boatman, « 

YE gales, that gently wave the fea, 
And pleafe the canny boatman^ 
Bear me frae hence, or bring to me 
My brave, my bonny Scot — man : 
In haly bands 
We joinM our kauds^ 
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Yet may not this ilifcover. 
While parenu rate 
A kr^e e^ate, 
l[efi>ie a faithfu* lover. 

Bat I loor chafe in Highland glens 

To heni thie Idd and goat<->-man ' ' ' 

E'er I coa'd for fie little ends 
Refofe my bonny )Sc9^— man. 
Wae worth the man 
Wha firft began 
The baie angeneroos faihioo, 
Frae greedy views 
Love^ art to v£e, 
^ While Grangers to its paflioB. 

Frae foreign fields, my lovely youth» 

Hafte to thy longing laflie. 
Who pants to prefs thy bawmy moedi» ' 
And in her boibm hawfe thee. . 

Love ei'es the word, • . " 

Then hafte (m board. 
Fair winds and tenty boatman. 

Waft o'er, waft o*cr, 

Frae yonder (hore. 
My blyth, my bonny ^c«/«-Aan. 



ScoRNFu' Nancy. 

To its own tune; 

J^T Ancy^s to the gnen nvofiif gaxke, 

1>| To hear the gomidffdvi pliJ«^'rifig»i> . ._ . . 

And IF7//irV he has foDowed her, 

To gain her love by fiatt'^lng ; 
Bot a' that he coa'd iky or do, 

She geck'd and icomed at hjm ; . : 
And ay when he beean'to WQO, ■ ... ■ _ : ..,: . * . ., 

6he bid him jnind vrha gat hinu 
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What ails ye at my dad, quoth hCp 

My minny or my aunty ? 
With crowdy-mowdy they fed me, 

Lang kail and ranty-tanty : . ^ 
With bannocks of good barley-meal. 

Of thae there was right plenty. 
With chapped ftocka foa butter'd well $ 

And was not that right dainty ? 

Altho' my father was nae laird^ 

'Tis daifin to be yaunty. 
He keeped ay a good kail-yard » 

A ha' houfe and a pantry ; 
A good blew bonnet on his head. 

An owrlay 'bout his craggy ; \ 

And ay until the day he dy'd, 

He rade on good Ihanks naggy. 

Now wae and winder on your fnout. 

Wad ye ha*e bonny Nancy ? 
Wad ye compare ye'r fell to me, 

A docken till a taniie ? 
I have a wooer of my.ain^ ... 

They ca' him fouple Sat^ify, 
And well I wat liis bonny mou* 

Is fweet like fugar-caiidy. 

Wow, Nancy f what needs a' this din ? 

Do I not ten this Sand^ F 
Ym fure the chief of a' his kin 

Was Ra& the beggar randy : 
His minny Meg upSr her back 

Bare baitji him and his billy ; 
Will ye compare a nafty pack 

To me yoat winfome Wilfy ^ 

My gutcher left a good hrsid fU'ord, 

Tho' it be auld and rufty. 
Yet ye may tak it on my word. 

It IS baith ftputandtrufty r . * 

■ V 'And 
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And if I can but get it ditwa» 

Which will be right iineafy, 
I (hall lay baith my lugs i« pvva* 

That he Ihall get a kfifsy . 

Then NaM tain*d her r^aod abo«t» 

^Jsd fidfiC Pid 5«M^ httif ye» . . 

Ye wtdna iiiifs to get a cioa^ 

I ken he difiia fear ye : 
Sae had ye^r tongue, mASktTan$iamt% 

Set ibnewhere elfe yow^iiiMy j 
For ar lang's ^inMy^ todw fo«(s» 

Ye nerer ihall get J\ii;«Hp^ Z* 



Slighted Kancy. 

To the tune of^ Th kirk n^ddlkt ^hk 

^^T^IS I have ieven hftcw new gowns; 

X -And ither feven better to mak ; 
And yet for a* my new gowns. 

My wooer hat twn'dhiftbadu 
Befides I have ieven milk-ky. 

And SottJj he has hat three ^ 
And yet for a* my good ky. 

The laddie winiu ha'c m^. 

My dadie^s a delver of clikes. 

My mkbercan card and fpin. 
And I am a fine fodget lafi. 

And the filler comes Unkin in, m 
The filler comes linkifHj; in. 

And it is fou fair to te^ 
And fifty times, wow ! O wow ! 
. What ails the lads at mjp j 



Vn^tkn^ 






^ A ;c<>L LpCX lO J^^ 

Troth I have fung the fang to yorp. 
Which ne'er aaither baixl wad do ; 
Hear then my charitable vow. 

Dear venerable A'iz/fry. \ .' , - . 

But if the warld my paflion wrang, , . 

And fay ye only live in fang, '. '/ ' .^ 

Ken I defpife a fland'ring tongfxe^ ^ . . , y 

And fmg to pleafe ttiy hacj^ . 

Leex me on thy, Scc^ Q^ 



A SCOTS Cantata; 

The tune after an Ttailan manri^, ' 
Compofed by Signer Lorenzo Boccki, . 

Recitative, .". V 

BLate Jonny faintly tald &ir Jean his xmnd i 
Jeany took plealure to deny him lang ; 
He thought her fcom came frae her heart unkind. 
Which gart him in defpair tune up this fang. 



A I R« 

bonny laffie, iince *tis iae. 
That Fm defpis'd by thee, 

1 hate ^o live, but O I'm wae. 

And unco fweer to die. 
Dear Jeany, think what dowy hours 

I thole by your difdain ; 
Ah ! fhould a breafl fae faft as yours 

Contain a heart of ftaae ? 






Recitative/ 
Thefe tender notes did a' her pity move, '" 
With melting heart Ihe lift*ned to the boy ; 
O'<:rco;ne Ihe fmil'd, and promis'd him her love : 
Hi in return thus fang his rUing joy. 

A vl R, 
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)lciioe firaf 'iftT fareaii^ ooBtcntunu cmi 

^And a' lier Iweets aie nnne. 
O&iMd chine annH md^'^mefinrdi 

Of detr iaduuiliiig faB6». 
A thodTandJcyi mmd'AyiaOQ& 

GitelieaTcnwkiialbfcKif; 

- ' ' "11 * 

The T O A S T. 

To die tene p^ JMpjw t^-P^g^ 

COme let's ha'e siair wine in* 
^msthm hates. fqktlMQg» 
¥imu loves nae dwinii^* 

Let's be bhrdi and free, ' 
Awi^ widi doU, Here t!ve,*Sir^ 
Ye'er miftrefs, RAU^ gi^es hcr> 
We'll drink her heakh wT pkafiire^ 
Wha's bekjv'd l>y tfa^ 

Then let P^^f "^^^^^Ok ye. 
That's a lafs can chann ye» 
And to joys alann ye. 

Sweet is flie to me. 
Some angel ye wad ca' her^ 
And never witk ane brawer. 
If ye bare-headed faw her 

kiltetiotheknee. 

Pigff a dainty la(s is, 
Confielet's join our glafieff* 
And refreih our hanles 

l^idi a health tp thee. 
Let coofs their cafli be clinking» 
Be ftatefintn tint in thiakingy 
While we With lore and drinking. 

Give our cares the Ue. 

Vol.. h * -C Uk^'CiM^ 
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Maggie's. TocHEi. 

To.. Us ain tune* . 

THE meal was dear fliort fyne, 
WebuckUd.us.a'tHegitheri . • 
Aaid Maggie was in her pjiine» 
When JVillie made courtlhip till Ker z 
Twa piftals charg'd begue»i -- ■ . 

To gi'e the courting fhot ; 
And fyne came ben the kfs, - 

Wi* fwats drawn frae the butt. 
He firft (jpeer'd at the guidmuiy 
And fyne at Giles the mither^ 
An ye wad gi*s a hit land. 
We'd buckle us e'en the gither. 

My doughter ye ihall hac, 
111 gi'e you her by dieliand ; 
But rU part wi' my wife by my fac. 
Or I part wi' my land. 
Your tocher it fall be good, . • 
There's nane fall hae its maik. 
The lafs bound in her fnood, 
Aud Crummie who kens her ftake : * 
With an auld bedden o' claiths. 
Was left me by my mither. 
They're jet black o'er wi* flaes, 
Ye may may quddle intern the githen 

Ye fpeak right well, guidman. 
But ye maun mend your hand^ 
And think o' modefty. 
Gin ye'll not quat your Jand : 
We are but young, ye ken, 
And now we're gawn the gither, 
A houfe is butt and benn. 
And Crummie will w^t htt fother^ 



OF CHO I C E SO N G S. 

Tbc bairns arc coming on, 
Ahd thcy*ll cry, O their mitfier ! 
Wc have nouther pat nor pan^ 
But four bare legs die githcr. 

I Yonr tocher's be goo J enough,- 
[. Yoi that ye need na tear, 
\ Twa good ftilts to the pfeugh, 
I Ai4 ye your fell maun ftecr : 

Yeihall hae twa good pocks- 
■ Tliat anes were o' the tweel; 

The t'anc to had the grots, 
'. Tlieither to had the meal : 

With an auld kift made of wands^ 

And diat fall be your coder, 

^i* aiken woody bands, 

Axid that may had your tocher. 

Confiderwell, guidman, 

^c hae but borrow'd gear, 

The horie that I ride on '\ 

h Sandy Wil/on^s mare : 

The faddle's nane of my ain. 

An thae's but borrow'd boots; 

And whan that I gae hame, 

I maun take to my coots : 

The cloak is Geordy Watt% 

That gars me look Ae croufe y 

Come fill us a cogue of fwats. 

We'll mak na mair toom rufc. 



I like you well, young lad, 
For telling me fae plain, 
1 married when little I had, 
0' gear that was my ain. 
But fin that things are fae. 
The bride fhe maun come furth, 
Tho' a* the gear Ihe'U hae, 
Il*ll be but Uttle worth. 

C 2 



27 
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A bargain it maun be,, 

Fy cry on GUff the mit&er : 

Content am I, quo' (he, 

E'ea gar ihe hifiie come hidien 

The bride fhe gade till her bed» 

The bridegroom he came till her ; ] 

The fiddler crap, in at die ft, ; ' 

An they cuddrd it a* the githcr. ZJ 



SONG. 

To the tune of. Blink over th$ bwrn^ /wcei Bettt, 

LEave kindred and friends, iweet JS^//x» 
Leave kindred and friends for me ; 
Aflur'd thy fervant is fteddy 

To lore, to honour, and thee. 
The gifts of nature and fortune 

May fly by chance as they came i 
They're grounds the defHnies /port e&f 
But virtue is ever the fame. 

Altho' Viy ^cy were roving. 

Thy charms fb heavenly appear. 
That other beauties dirproving> 

I'd worihip thine only, mv dear. 
And fhou'd life's Arrows emoitter 

The pleaiore we promis'd our lover» 
To Aiare them together is fitter. 

Than moan afunder, Hke doves. 

Oh ! were I but once fo bleflbd. 

To grafp my love in my arms I 
By thee to be grafp'd ! and kifled ! 

And live on thy heaven of charms ; 
rd laugh at fortune's caprices, 

Shou'd fortune capriaous prove $ ,, 

Tho' death fhou'd tear me to pieces, 

I'd die a nurtyr to love. M. 

SONG. 



o 



*j: 
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e tone of, TJ^ i^mtftgte^f^UmttmMgi^^ . l,-^ 

leftial mn&s, tii»^yi)ikr!yw«; - »• '- 

Grace all my nptatti - viw your bjr v . 

lim;, inchantuig Jatf# aii^rats^: ^ ' 

tySiundMhixbcmfS^ptmx 

mdofiffoiiiK ftiff diipilays .^ 

ccnes as raviih wim odigbt i 

tighter dian mtn^&m nqrts ' 

dazzle not, . but pkafe the fi{^ 

' . - ■ i , 

m1 god, give this, tliis otijf, dait^ 

ler will, nor trakilierlann; < » 

Id Imt gtinllr imif 11 fcir hnitt 

ry for onceif duu coa*d chan];i« 
^eMus,. ufe your lkv*rite nfle^: - 
i is beauteous, makektr kkuA,. 

I your graces, rond her fiHite^^ - ' 
both her till I comfort find. 

. .-. ..■. • :\ 

en thus, by yidding. Tin o*erpaid, 

II my anxious carecreniov'd^v •*' 
ving notes' ril tell tbe maid, 

what pure laMng Basnet I lbv*d.. 

ihall alternate Itfe and deathf » . . j 

vifh'd fltttt'ring foul pc^Hs, 

>fteft tend'reft tlun^ Fit bieathry 

cteach am'rous-fend caxefs. - 



'. -ij «* ( 
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s tune of; . Tie ircm-^ Cowdenkaowv > 

)je£ted to the power of love, 

y NelPi T€(JMm charms , 

wcy fix'd no more can royei . . 

fou love's alarms. 
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Gay Damon had the fkill to fhun 

All traps by CuptiilBid, 
Until his freedom was undone 

By Nell the conquering maid. 

But who can fland the force of love^ 

When fhc refolves to kill ? 
Her fparkling eyes love*s arrows prove. 

And wound us with our will. 

O happy Damon, happy fair. 

What Cupid has t^gun. 
May faithful Hymen take a care 

To fee it fairly done. 



s o N G. 

Tune of, L^an 'water. 
Vitas hinnuleo me Jimilisy Chloe, 

T£ll me, Hamilla, tell me why 
Thou doft from him that loves thee run ? 
Why from his foft embraces fly, 
And all his kind endearments fhun ? 

So flies xh^fanxmy with fear opprefs'd, 

Sqpking its mother ev'ry where. 
It ftarts at ev'ry empty blaft, 
' And trembles when no danger's near. 

And yet I keep thee but in view. 

To ^aze the glories of thy face. 
Not with a hateful ftep purfue. 

As age to rifle every grace. 

Ceafe then, dear wildnefs, ceafc to tr^', 

'^i^t hafle all rivals to outfhine, 
And grown mvLture^ and ripe for joy, ^ 

^ t^siYc mammah arms, SK&d coxae Xornine* ^FT« 

K 



OF CHOI C B 6 CKvN G S. 3t 
A South-Sea Sang. 

Tune of. For our Tang iTdfng here, 

"Ken we came to London icmrir . . 

We dreamM qfgpyfd in gowpens here, 
antinly ran up ahddowny 
ng ftocks to buy a fkaik: 
ifuy thought to row in rowth, 
•r our damn pay'd right dear;, 
zve will fare the war in .trouthj. 
our lang biding here.' 

when we find oiir porfts toom, 

lainty ftocks began to f^', . 

ing our lugs, and wi* a gloom 

1 at ftockjobbing ane and a\ 

^ane near the Soiah-Jea^ h'ouie, 

vhilly wha's will grip ye'r gear, 

i' the leave will fare the war, ■ • * 

• our lang biding here. 

VP ME WITH THY PETTICOAT, 

Bell, thy looks have kill*d my heart, 
I pafs the day in pain, - , 

I night returns, I feel the finart, 
d wiih for thee in' vain. * 

arving in cold, while thou art warm : 
.ve pity and incline, 
grant me for a hap that charm- 
; petticoat of thine. 

avifli'd fancy in amaze 

II wanders o'er thy charms, 
(ive dreams ten thoufand ways 
:fent thee to my arms. 
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But waking think what'I endiire. 

While cruel you decline 
Thofc i^afiurea, which can only euro : 

This panting braft of nune. 

I £unt, , I fail,, and wil41y JOve, 

Becaufe yott ftill deny 
The juft reward that's dueio love,-. 

And let true paffion die. 
Oh ! turn, and. let cooipaffion feize 

Thar lovely breaft ofthine > 
Thy petticoat could .^ve meeafe^, 

Kihoniuad it'Were ndne. 

Sure heaven has fitted fqr delight 

That beauteous- form of tMne^ ^ 
And thou'rt.too eood itsrlaw to flight; = 

By hindering the defign. . 
May alUhe pow'rs ot love a^^. 

At length to make thee mine,. 
Or Isofe my chains, and At me fite 

From ev'ry chann t/f thine. 



Love inviting Reason.^ 

A & O^ G to the tunc of, 7- C^a^l ma civile, ,«# 
Jhrmi, 

WHen innocent paftime our pleafare did crow 
Upon a green meadow, or under a tree. 
Ere JnnU became a fine lady in town. 

How lovely, and loving, and bonny was (he ? 
Roufe up thy reafbn, my oeautifu' Annitt - 

Let ne'er a new whim dine thy fancy ajee ; *— ^ 
O ! as thou art bonny> be faithfu' and canny. 
And favour thy Jamh wha dotes upon thee. 



OF CH O ICE SONG S. 3^ 

s the death of a lintwhite give Annie the fpleen I 

'an tilling of trifles be «ne^ to thee ? 

I lapdogs and monkeys draw tears from thefe een^ 

Fhat look with indifference on poor d)'iog me I 

ufe up thy reoibn, my beaiidfu^««/>» 

And dinna prefer a paroquet to me ; 

! as thou art bonny, be prudent and canny. 

And think on thy Jame wha dotes npon thee. 

ih ! fhou'd a new manto or Flanders kce head» 

Or yet a wee cottie, tho* never fae fine. 
Gar thee grow foi^etfu', and let his heart bleed. 

That anes had fome hope of purchafing thine I 
Roufe up thy reafon, my oeaatifn' ^;Kitr>y 

And dinna prefer ye'er fi egge r ics to me ; 
O ! as thou art bonn^r, be fblid and canny. 

And tent a true lover that dotes upon thee. 

Shall a Parh edition of new-fengk ^any^ 

Tho* gilt o'er wi' laces and fringes he be. 
By adoring himfelf, be admired by fair Annl&i 

And aim at. thefe bemfoa&'promis'd to XDtl 
Rottie up thy reafon, my beautifu' Annie^ 

And never prefer a li^ht dancer to mc ; 
O ! as thou art Vonny, be conibmt and canny. 

Love only thy Jamie wha dotes upon thee. 

O ! think, my dear charmer> on ilka fwect hour,. 

That flade awav faftly between thee ihmI me. 
Ere (quiruels, or peauf t or ^pp'ry had power 

To rival my We, and imppie upoathee, 
Rouie up thy reafoa, my beautifu Annie^ 

And let thy deiires be a* ceuter'd in me ; 
1 as thou ajrt bonny, be faithfu' and canny. 

And lovdhim wha's langiug to center in thee. 
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The Bob of Dumblanx. 

LAflie, lend me your braw hemp heckle. 
And ril lend yen my thripling kame; 
For fainnefs^ deary, I'll gar ye keckle. 

If ye'll go dance, the £06 ofDumblane^ 
Hafte ye, gang to the ground of your trunkies^ 

Bufk ye braw, and dinna think ihame ;, 
Confider in time, if leading of monkies . 
Be better than dancing the Roh of Dumhkuu* 

Be frank, my laflie, left t grow fickle,. 

And take my word and o^er again.. 
Syne ye may chance to repent it toiickle. 

Ye did na. accept the Bob ofDumhlane. 
The dinner, the piper, and prieft fliall be ready. 

And I*m grown dowy with lying my lane. 
Away then, leave baith minny and dady. 

And try with me the Bob ofDumblane. 

SONG complaining of abfence. 

To the tune <^, My apron, deary. . 

AH Chke! thou treafure, thou joy of my breaft. 
Since I parted from thee^ I'm a ftrangcr to icffr 
I fly to the grove, there to ktsgui^ and mourn. 
There fieh ror my charmer* and long to retmn ; 
The fields all around me are fmiling and gay. 
But they fmile all in vain — my Chlois away ; 
The field and the grove can afford me no eafc,— 
But bring me my Chloej a. defert will pleafe. 

No virgin I fee that my bofom alarms, 
I'm cold to the faireft, tho' glowing with charms. 
In vain they attack me, and iparklie the eye ; 
Thefe are not the looks of my Chloey I cry. 

Thel 
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Thcfe looks where bright love, like the fun fits en- 

.thron'd, 
And fmiling difFiifes Ills influence rovaid ; 
*Twas thus I firft viewed thee, my charmer^ amaz'd. 
Thus gaz'd thee i^ith wonder, and lov'd while I gaz'd. 

Then, thed the dear fair one was ftill in my f^ht. 
It was pleafure all.dayi it was rapture all ni^ht) . 
But now by hard fortune remov*d from my fair« 
In fecrct I languifh, a prey to defpair ; 
But abfence and torment abate not my flame. 
My ChIoe*s ftill charming^ my paffion the fame; 
O I would fhe preferve me a place inlier hieaft. 
Then abfence would ^leafe me, for I would be hlefs^d. 

.... R. 



S O N G. 

To the tune of, IJix^dmyfaney oh ker. 

B Right Cvnthiah power divinely great. 
What heart is not obeying ? 
A thoufand Cupids on iier wait. 
And in her eyes are playing. 
She feems the queen of love to reign^ 
For file alone difpcnfes 
Such fweets as oeA can entertain 
The guft of all the fenfes. 

Her facc.a charming profpedl brings. 
Her breath gives bilmy blifles ; 
1 hear an angel when ftie ivngs^ 
And taftc of heaven in kifles. 
Four fenfes thus fhe feafts with joy, 
From nature's richeft treafure : 
Let me the other fcnfe employ. 
And I fhall die with pleafure. X* 
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SONG. 

iV> the tone of, IUc*Ja t§m$ty liufy. 

TE31 me, tell ine> charming creaUutb 
Will jroa never cafe my pain-i 
Mttft I £e for ev'Ty featuse ? 

Maft I adwajs love in vain I 
The defire of admiration 

Is the pleaTore you pnrfue ; 
Prav thee try alamng paffion» ^ 
Sitch« love as mine £ar yoik 

Tears and iighing coidd not move you ; 

For a lover ought to dare : 
When 1 pfaonly told i ■lov'd you^ 

Then you faid I went too fan 
Are fuch giddy ways befeoning ? 

Will m:^ dear be fickle fhll ? 
Conqueft is the joy of women* 

Let their flaves 1>e what they will. 

Your negleft with torment fills me, 

And my defp'rate thoughts increafe ; 
Pray confider, if you hill me, 

You will have a lover lefs. 
If your wand'ring heart is "beating. 

For new lovers let it be : 
But when you have done coquetting. 

Name a day, ^id fix on me. 

The reply. 

IN vain, fond youth -; thy tears give o'crx 
What more, alas! cznF/aviadof 
Thy truth I own, thy fate deplore : 
An are not happy that are true. 
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5apprefs thofc fighs, and weep no more ; 

Should heaven and cartli with thee combine, 
*Twere aU in vain, fmce any power, 

Tocrt)ivn thyrlove, mnfl alter mine. 

But if revenge can eafe thy pain, 

I'll footh the ills. I cannot cure ; 
Tell that I drag a hopeltrs chain. 

And all that I inflia endure. X. 



The Rose in Yarrow. 

To the tune of, Mary Scot, 

^^T^Was fummer, and the day was fair, 

X Relblv'd a while to fly from care, 
beguiling thought, forgetting forrow, 
J wander'd o'er the braes of Tarro^ ; 
"^i^ then defpifing beauty's power, - 
I kept my heart, my own fecure ; , 
JBut Cupid's art did there deceive me, 
•And Alary s charms do now enflave me. 

Will cruel love no bribe receive ? 
No ranfom take for Mary^s flave ? 
Her frowns of reft and hope deprive me; 
Her lovely fmiles like light revive me. 
No bondage may with mine compare. 
Since firft J faw -this charming fair : 
This beauteous flower, this rofe of T'an'oiVy 
In nature's gardens has no maiTOw. 

Had I of heaven but one requell, 
I'd afk to lie in Mary^s breafl: ; 
There would I live or die with pleafure. 
Nor fpar« this world one mcmient's leifure ; 
Defpifing kings and all that'5 great, 
I'd fmile at courts, and courtiers fate ; 

Vol, I. * *1? My 
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My joy complete on fuch a marrow, 
I'd dwell with her, and live on Tarro^-w. 

But tho' fuch blifs I ne'er fhould gain. 
Contented ftill I'll wear my chain, 
In hopes my faithful heart may move her; 
For leaving life I'll always love her. 
What doubts diftraft a lover's mind \ ' 
That breaft, all foftnefs, muft prove kind ; 
And Ihe fhall yet become my marrow. 
The lovely beauteous rofe of Yarrow. C* - 



The Fair Penitent* 

A SONG. — To its ain tuncp 

A Lovely lafs jto a friar came 
To confefs in a morning early, 
Jn <what my dear, art thou to blame ? 

Cotne ouun it alljtncerely, 
I've done. Sir, .what I dare not name. 
With a lad that loves me dearly. 

The greateft fault in myfelf I know. 

Is what I npw difcover. 
Then you to Rome /or that muft go ^ 

Their difcipline to fuffer. 
Lake a day. Sir ! if it muft be fo. 

Pray with me fend my lover, 

i<Oi tWy my dear, you do hut dream, 

We* II haue no doujtle dealing ; 
But if^vith meyouHl repeat the fame, 

r II pardon your paft failing, 
I muft own. Sir, tho' I blufti for /hame. 

That your penance is prevailing, * X# 



The 



OF CHOIC£ SONGS. ^ 
The laft time I came o'er the Moor. 



THE laft time I came o'er the moor/ 
I left my love behind me. 
Ye powers f what pain do I endure. 

When foft ideas mind me ? 
Soon as the ruddy morn difplay'd 

The beaming day enfuing, 

I met betimes my lovely maidy 

In fit retreats lor wooing. 

Beneath the cooling (hade we lay^r 

Gazing and chaftly fporting ; 
We kifs'd and promised time away. 

Till night fpread her black curtain.. 
I pitied ail beneath the Ikies, 

Ev'n kings when fhe was nigh me ; 
In raptures I beheld her eyes. 

Which could but ill deny me. 

Shou'd I be calFd where cannons roar/ 

Where mortal fteel may wound me ; 
Or caft upon fome foreign ftiore. 

Where dangers may mrround me : 
Yet hopes again to fee my love. 

To feaft on glowing kifles. 
Shall make my cares at diftance move, 

In profped of fuch blifles. 

In all my foul there's not one place 

To let a rival enter ^ 
Since fhe excels in every grace. 

In her my love Ihall center. 
Sooner the leas fhall ceafe to flow. 

Their waves the JI/>s fhall cover, 
On Greenland ice fhall rofes grow. 

Before I ceafe to love her. 

D 2 T^ 
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The next time I go o*er the moor. 

She fhall a lover find'me ; 
And that my faith is firm and pure, 

Tho' I left her behind me ; 
Then Hymen^% Tacred bonds fhall chain 

My heart to her fair bofom, 
There, while my being does remain^. 

My love more freih mall blofibm. 



The Lafs of Peaty/s MilL. 

THE lafs o^ Peafyh mill. 
So bonny, blvth, and gay, 
In fpite of all my fkiU, 
Hath ftole my hecirt away. 
When tedding of the hay, 
Bare-headed on the green. 
Love 'niidft her locks did play. 
And wanton'd in her een. 

Her arms, white, round, and fniooth,, 
Brealls rifmg in their dawn. 
To age it would give youth, 
To prcfs 'em with his hand. 
Thro' all my fpirits ran 
An ecftafy of blifs. 
When I fuch fweetnefs fand 
Wrapt in a balmy kifs. 

Without the help of art, 
Like flowers which grace the wild,. 
She did her fweets impart. 
When e'er ihe fpoke or fmil*d. 
Her looks they were fo mild. 
Free from aiFefted pride, 
She me to love beg ui I'd, 
1 wifli'd her for my bride* 
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O Jiad I all that wealth 
tlopetoun^s high mountains fill, 
Infur'd long life and health. 
And pleafures at mj will ;, 
I'd promife and fulfil, 
That none l^ut bonny ihe. 
The lafs of PeatyS mill, 
Shou'd fhare the fame wi' mc. 



GREEN SLEEVES. 

YE watchful guardians of the fair. 
Who fkiff on wings of ambient air. 
Of my dear Bella take a care. 
And reprefcnt her lover 
With all the gaiety of youth. 
With honour, jufHee, love, and truth; 
Till I return, her paffions footh. 
For me in whifpers move her. 

Be careful no bafe fordid flave. 
With foul funk in a golden grave. 
Who knows no virtue but to fave. 

With glaring gold bewitch her. • 
Tell her, for me fhe was defign'd, ' 

For me, who know how to be kind. 
And have mair plenty in my mind. 
Than one who's ten times richer. ■ 

Let all the world turn upfide down. 

And fools run an eternal round, 

la queft of what can ne'er be found. 

To pleafe their vain ambition. 
Let little minds great charms efpy, 
In fli. Jrv^s which at dillance lie, 
Whcfe hop'd for pleafure, v/hen come nigh. 

Prove nothing in fruition. 

D 3 "^V 
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But cafl: into a mold divine. 
Fair Delia does with luffre Ihine, 
Her virtuous foul's an ample mine. 

Which yields a conftant treafure. 
Let poets in fublimeft lays. 
Employ their fkill her fame to raife ; 
Let fons of mufic pafs whole days. 

With well-tun'd reeds to pleafe her. 



The yelxow-hair'd Laddle. 



IN j^/tn'I, when primrofes paint the fweet plain. 
And fummer approaching rejoiceth the /wain ; 
The Tello^- haired laddie would oftentimes go^ " 
To wilds and deep glehy, where the hawthorn trees gfrow. 

There, under the ihade of an old facred thorn. 
With freedom he fung his loves ev'ning and mom : 
He fang with fo faft and enchanting "a found,- 
That Sil'uans and Fairies unfeen danc*d arotind. 

The fhephefd thus fung, Tho ' young Ma^a be fair. 
Her beauty is dafli'd with a fcornfu' proud air j- 
But SuJ/e was handfome, and fweetly could fmg. 
Her breath like the breezes perfun>'d in the fpring. 

That Madie in all the gay bloom of her youth. 
Like the moon was inconflanf, and never fpoke trutl : 
But Sujte was faithful, good-humour'd, and free, . 
And fair as the goddefs who fprung from the fea. 

That mamma's firie daughter witli all her great doW*r, 
Was awkwardly airy, and frequently four : 
Then, iighing, he wifhed, would parents agree, 
-The witty fweet Sufie his jpillrefs might be. 
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N A N N Y — O. 

WHile fome for pleafure pawn their health,. 
'Twixt Lais and the Bagnioy 
I'll fave myfelf, and without ftealth, 
Kifs and carcfe my Nanrpf — O. 
She bids more fair t 'engage a Jo*y$^ 
Than Leda did or Danae — O. 
Were I to paint the queen of love. 
None elfe fhould fit but Nanny — O. 

How joyfully my joints rife. 
When dancing fhe moves finely — O ; 
I guefs what heaven is by her eyes* 
Which fparkle fo divinely — O. 
Attend my vow, ye gods, while I 
Breathe in the blefs'd Britannia^ 
None's happinefs I fhall envy. 
As Jong's ye grant me Nanny — » O^ 

CHORUS. 
My honnyy lonny Nanny — O, 
My lo'vely charming Nanny — O. 
J care not though the ojoorU inotv 
Ho^v dearly / h^e Nanny — ^ O. 



Bonny Jean. 

LOve*s goddefs in a myrtle grove. 
Said; Cupid y bend thy bow with ipeed. 
Nor let the fhaft at random rove. 
For Jeany*s haughty heart muft bleed. 
The fmihng boy, with divine art. 
From Paphos fliot an arrow keen. 
Which flew, unerring, to the heart. 
And kiU'd Uie pride of bonny Jean. 
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No more the nymph, with haughty air,- 
Refufes IVillie*z kind addfefs ; 
Her yielding blufhes fliew no care. 
But too nmch fondnefs to fupprefs. 
No more the youth is Allien now. 
But looks the gayei^ on the green. 
While ev'ry day he fpics fome new 
Surprifing channs in bonny Jean, 

A thoufand traniports croud his breaft^^ 
He moves as light as fleeting wind. 
His former forrows feem a jeft. 
Now '/hen his yeafiy is turn'd kind : 
Riches he looks on with difdain, 
The glorious fields of war look mean ; 
The chearful hound and horn give pain. 
If abfent from his bonny yea^t. 

The day he fpends in am'rous gaze, 
Which even in fummer fhorten'd feems ; 
When funk in downs, with glad amaze. 
He wonders at her in his dreams. 
All charms difclos'd, (he looks more bright 
Than Troy*s prize, the Spartan queen, 
With breaking day, he lifts his fight, ^ 
And pants to be with bonny Jean. 



Throw the Wood, Laddie. 



O Sandy; vrhy leaves thou thy Nelly to nlourn ? 
Tliy prefence cou'd eafe me. 
When naething can pleafe me : 
Now dowie I iigh on tlie bank of the burn, 
Qr-throw the wocd,. laddie, "until thoi return. 

Tho' 
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rho' woods now are boimy, and mornings aie clear,. 

While lav'rocks arc finging. 

And primrofes fpringing ; 
Yet nane of ^em pleaies my eye or my ear. 
When through the wood^ laddie, ye diniia appear* 

That I am forfaken, fome .frare not to tell : 
. Fm fafh^d'wi' their icorning, 
Baith ev'ning and morning ; ' 
Their jeering eaes ^t to mv heart wi' a knell» 
When throw &t wood, laddie, I wander myfell*. 

Then ^y, my dear Saindf, nae langer away» 

Bat quick as an arrow, 

Hafte here to thy marrow, 
ilia's living in languor, till that happy day, 
^en through the wood, laddie, wrll dance, fin^ and' 
play. . .'. ■ r 



Down the Burn, Davie. 

WHen trees did bud, and fields were green». 
And broom bloom'd fair to kt ; ' 
V^hen Marj: was complete fifteen. 

And love laugh'd in her eye ; 
Myth Davie's blinks her heart did move 

To ipeak her mind thus free, 
aong doivn the burtiy Davie,, lo^ve^ 
And I Jball follow thee. 

Now Da*vie did each lad furpafs. 

That dwelt on this burn-fide. 
And Mary was the bonniefl lafs, 

Juft meet to be a bride ; 
Her cheeks were roiy, red, and white,v 

Her een were bonny blue ; ' 
Her looks were like Aurora bxight, . 

Her lips like drpppmg dew. 



46 A collection: 

As dowp the bum they took their way. 

What tender tales they faid ! 
His cheek to heps he aft did lay. 

And with her bofom. play'd ; 
Till baith at length impatient grown. 

To be mair fully bleft. 
In yonder vale they lean'd them down 5 

Love only faw the reft* 

What pafs'd, I guefs, was harmlefs play. 

And naething fure unmeet ; 
For, gangi|ig hame, I heard them fay,, 

They lik'd a wawk fae fweet ; 
And that they aften ihou'd return 

Sic plea fure to renew. i 

Quoth Mary, love, I like the burn. 

And ay Ihall follow you. C 



SONG. 

To the tune of. Gilder Roy^ 

AH ! Chkris, cou'd I now but fit 
As unconcern'd, as when 
You! infant beauty cou'd beget 

No happineis nor pain. 
When I this dawning did admire,. 

And prais'd the coming day, 
I little thought that rifmg fire 
Wou'd take my reft away. 

Your charms in harmlefs childhood lay,, 

As metals in a mint.. 
Age from no face takes more away. 

Than youth conceal'd in thine : 
But as your charms infenfibly 

To their perfeftion preft ; 
So love as unperceiv'd did fly, 
' And centered in my breaft^ 
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)n with your beauty grew, 
CupU at my heart, 
is mother favour'd you, 
a new flaming dart ; 
ried in their wanton part ^ 
ike a lover, he 
i the utmoft of his art ; — 
Jce a beauty, fhe. 



SONG. 

the tune of, ^ be yellotAj-bair^d laddie. 

lepherds and nymphs that adorn the gay plain, 
proachfrom yourfports, and attend to my ilr^n \ 
all your number a lover fo true, 
;r fo undone, with fuch blifs in his view. 

ver a nymph fo hard^-hearted as mine 2 
vs me fincere, and ihefees how I pine ; 
not difdain me, nor frown in her wrath, 
ily and mildly refigns me to death. 

.lis me her friend, but her lover denies : 
;s when I'm chearful, but hears not my fighs« 
lo flinty, fo gentle an air, 
me with hope, and yet bids me defpair 1 

rt her feet, and implore her with tears : 
ver confounds, while her manner endears ; 
ftly ftie tells me to hope no relief, 
ibling lips blefs her in fpite of my grief. 

;ht, while I flumber, ftill haunted with care, 
3 in anguifli, and figh for the fair : 
• deeps in peace, may flie ever do fo ! 
y when dreaming imagine my wo. 

Then 



"> 



4*8 A C O L L E C T ION 

Then gaze at a diftance, nor farther afpire. 
Nor think fhe fhofu'd love, whom fhe cannot admire*; 
Huih all thy complaining, and dying her flave^.., 
Commend her to heaven, and thyfeli' to the grave* 



SONG. 

To the tune of, Whenjhe came hen fie hohhed. 

COme, fill me a bumper, my jolly brave boys. 
Let's have no nxorc female impert'nence and noife ; 
Por I've try'd the endearments and pleafures of love. 
And I find they're but nonfenie and whimfies, by Jo<ve, 

When firfl of all Betty and I were acquaint, 
I whin'd like a fooU and (he ^^d, like a faint : 
But I found her religion^ httfacey and her love. 
Were hypocrifyy painty zxAfelf- intereftf by yoife^ 

Sweet Cecil C2ime next with her languifhing air. 
Her outjide was orderly, modeft, and fair ; 
But YitT foul w^s/ophijHcatey fo was her love. 
For I found fhe was only zfirumpety by Jo'oe^ 

Little douMe-gilt Jenny^s gold charm'd me at kft : 
(You know marriage and money together does bef(.) 
But the baggage^ forgetting her 'voius and her h<ve^ 
Gave her gold to 2ijhiv^liijg dull coxcomb, by Jove* 

Come fill me a bumper then, jolly brave boys ;■ 
Here's a farewell to female impert'nence and noife : 
I know few of the fex that are worthy my love ; 
And fovjlrumpets. tind Jilts, 1 abhor tliem by yo've. 

L* 



Dumbarton'* 
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Dumbarton's Drums. 

DVmbartvn^t drums beat bonny — O, ^ 

Wien they mind me Qimy dear Jonxj — O. 

How happy am I, 

When my foldier is by. 
While he kiffes and ble/fes his JnnU — O ! 
•Tis a foldier alone can delight me — O^ 
For his graceful looks do invite me — O : 

While guarded in his ar^is, 

I'll fear no war's alarms, 
Neidier danger nor death ilhall e'er fright me — O. 

My love is a handfome laddie — O, 
Genteel, but ne'er foppifh nor gaudy — O : 

Tho' commiflion^ are d^. 

Yet I'll buy him one this year ; 
For he ihall ferve no longer a cadie — 0« 
A foldier has honour and bravery -^ O, 
Unacquainted with rqgues and their knavery — . O ; 

He minds no other thing 

But the ladies or the king ; 
For every other care is but flavery — O. 

Then I'll be the captain's lady — O ; 
Farewell all my friends and my daddy — O j 

I'll wait no more at home. 

But I'll follow with the drum, 
And whene'er that beats, I'll be ready — CX 
Dumbarton's drums found bonny — Q, 
They are fprightly like my dear Jonajt — O : 

How happy Ihall T be. 

When on my foldief's knee, 
And he kiiHes and bicfies his Jjiftif -^ O ! 



Auld iang fync. 

SHould auld acquaintance be forgot> 
Tho* they return with fears i 
VOL.L •£ ^t^tSft 
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Thefe are tli£ noble hero's lot, 

Obtain'd in glorious wars : 
Welcome, my VarO, to my breaft. 

Thy arms about me twine, 
And make m^once again as bleft. 

As I was lang fyne. 

Methinks around us on each bough, 

A thoufand Cupids play, 
Whilft thro* the groves I walk with you, 

Each objeft makes me gay : 
Since your return the fun and moon 

With brighter beams do Ihine, 
Streams murmur foft notes while they run. 

As they did lang fyne. 

Pefpife the court and din of ftate ; 

Let that to their ftiare fall. 
Who can efteem fuch flav'ry great. 

While bounded like a ball : 
But funk in love, upon my arms 

Let your brave head recline. 
We'll pleafe ourfelves with mutual chkrftis. 

As we did lang fyne. 

O'er moor and dale, with your gay friend. 

You may purfue the chace. 
And, after a blyth bottle, end 

All cares in my embrace ; 
And in a vacant rainy day 

You (hall be wholly mine ; 
We'll make the hours run fmooth away, 

And laugh at lang fyne. 

The hero, pleas'd with the fweet air. 

And figns of gen'rous love, 
Which had been utter'd by the fair, 

Bow'd to the powers above : 
Next day, with confent and glad hafte, 

Th' approacjh'd the facred ihrine \ 
Where die good prieft the coupl^ blefs'd, 

^^pnt them out of pixi^, , 
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The Lass of Livingston. 

PAin'd with her flighting Jamt^% love. 
Bell dropt a tear — Bell dropt a tear ; 
The gods descended from above. 
Well pleas'd to hear — well pleas'd to hear* 
They heard the praifes of the youth 
From her own tongue — from her own tongue^ 
Who now converted was to truth. 
And thus (he fung — and thus ftie fimg. 

Blefs'd days when our ingenious {ex, 
More frank and kind — more frank and kind. 
Did not their lov'd adorers vex ; • 
But fpoke their mind — but fpoke their miiid. 
Repenting now, (he promised fair, 
Wou'd he return -^ wou'd he return. 
She ne'er again wou'd give him care. 
Or caufe hmi mourn — or caufe him mourns 

Why lov'd I thee, deierving Twain, 
Yet ftiil thought fhame — yet flill thought fhame. 
When he my yielding heart did gain, • • 
To own my flame ' — to own my flame ? 
W^y took I pleafure to torment. 
And feem too coy ^— and (eem too coy ? 
Which makes me nqw, alas ! lament 
My flighted joy — my flighted joy. 

Ye fair, while beauty's in its Spring, 
Own your deflre — own your deflre, 
While love's young power with his foft wing 
Fans up the fire — fans up the fire, 
O do not with a Ally pride. 
Or low defign — or low deflgn, 
Refufe to be a happy bride. 
But anfwer plain — but anfwer plain. 

E 2 Thu# 



5i A COLLECTION 

Thus the fair mouraer wai^d her crime*. 
With flowing eyes — with flowing eyw. 
Glad y^w/V heard her all the time. 
With fweet furprife — with fweet furplifc. 
Some eod had ltd him to the grove ; 
His mmd unchang'd — his mind unchang'd. 
Flew to her arms, and cry 'd, My lore, 
I am reveng'd — I- am revcBg*d I 



Peggy, I muft love thee* 

As from a rock paft all relief. 
The fhipwrack'd Calin fpying 
His native foit o'ercome with grief. 
Half funk in waves, and dying; : 
With tlie next morning-fun he fpies, 
A fhip, which gives unhop'd furprife ^ 
New life §)rings up, he lifts his eyes 
With joy, and waits her motion. 

So when by her whom long I lov*d, 

I fcorn'd was, and deferted. 
Low with defpair my fpirits mov'd> 

To be for ever parted : 
Thus droop'd I, till diviner grace 
I found in Peggfs mind and face ; 
Ingratitude appeared then bafe. 

But virtue more engaging. 

Then now fince happily Pve hit, 

I'll have no more dela)ang ? 
Let beauty yield to manly wit. 

We lofe ourfelves in flaying : 
1*11 hafte dull courtfhip to a clofe, 
8ince marriage can my fears oppofe f 
W^hy ihould we happy minutes lofe, 

^ince, Peggy ^ I muft love thee* 



M€0 
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n may be foolilh, if they pleaie, 
Ind deem't a lover's duty, 
figh, and facrifice Aeir cafe, 
)oting on a proud beauty : 
h was my cafe for many a year, 
1 hope fucceeding to my fear ; 
fe Betty's charms now difappear, 
ince Peggy's far outfliine them. 



Bessy Bell and Mary Gray. 

)BeJ^ Beffzti^ Mary Gray^ 
They are twa bonny laffics, 
Vf bigg'd a bower on yon bum-brae, 
ind theck'd it o'er wi' raftics. 
r BeJI^ Beli I loo'd yeftrecn, 
Ind Aought I ne'er could alter'; 
: Mary Gray's twa pawky een. 
They gar my fancy falter. 

IV Be^'s hair's like a lint-tap ; 

ihe fmiles like a May moniing, 

len Phcehus ftarts frae Thetis' lap, 

7he hills with rays adorning : 

lite is her jaeck, faft is her hand, 

ier wafte and feet's fu' genty ; ^ 

b ilka grace (he can command ; 

ler lips, O wow 1 they're dainty. 

i Mary's locks are like a craw, 

ier een like diamonds glances ; 

's ay fae clean, redd up, and braw, 

he kills whene'er Ihe dances : 

th as a kid, with wit at will, 

the blooming, Ught, and tall is ; ' 

1 guides her airs fsK gracefu' flill, 

) Jovi, (he's like thy Pallas. 

E 3 "Dt^ 
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Dear Bejfy Bell and Mary Grajy 

Ye unco fair opprefs us ; 
Our fancies jee between you twa. 

Ye are fie bonny lades : 
Wae's me ! for b^th I canna get. 

To ane by law we're ftented ; 
Then I'll draw cuts, and take my fate. 

And be with ahq contented. 



ril never leave thee. 

THO' for feven years and mair» honour fhou'd 
reave me. 
To fields where cannons rair, thou need na grieve thee: 
For deep in my fpirits thy fweets are indented ; 
And love (hall preferve ay what love has imprinted^ 
Leave thee, leave thee, I'll never leave thee. 
Gang the warld as it will, deareft, believe me* 

NELLT. 
O Jonnyiy I'm jealous whene'er ye difcover 
My fentiments yielding, ye'll turn a loofe rover f 
And nought i' the warld wad vex my heart fairer,. 
If you prove unconftant, and fancy ane fairer. 
Grieve me, grieve me, oh, it wad grieve me L ' 
A' the lang night and day, if you deceive me.! 

JONNr. 

My Nelly y let never fie fancies opprefs ye. 
For while my blood's warm, Pll kmdly carefs ye : 
Your blooming faft beauties firft beeted lovers fire,. 
Your virtue and wit make it ay flame the higher^ ; 
Leave thee, leave thee, I'll never leave thee. 
Gang the warld as it will, deareft, believe me^ 

NELLT. 
Then, Jonnyy I frankly this minute allow ye 
To think me your miflrcfe, for love gars mc trow /Cf 
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And gin you prove faufe, to ye'rfell be it faid then^ 
Ye'U win but, fma' honour to wrong a kind maid<^. 
Reave me, reave me, heavens I it wad reave me ' 
Of my reil night and day, if ye deceive me. 

yONNT. 
Bid icefhoglcs hammer red gaud» on the ftuddy^ 
And fair fimmer-momings nae mair appear ruddy. 
Bid Britons thihk ae gate, and when rfiey obey ye. 
But never till that time, believe I'll betray ye.r 
Leave thee, leave thee, I'll never leave ^ee ; 
The ftams fiiall gang witherlhins ere 1 deceive thee. 



Mjf Deary^ if you die. 

LOve never more Ihall give me psdn. 
My fancy's fix'd on thee ; 
Nor ever maid my he^t fhall gain^. 

My Peggy i if thou die. 
Thy beauties did fucb pleafure give^ 

Thy love's fo true to me ; 
Without thee I fhall never live,. 
My deary, if thou die^ 

If fate fhall tear thee from my breaff,. 

How fhall I lonely ftray ? 
In dreary dreams the night I'll wafte^ 

In fighs the fiJent day. 
I ne'er can fo much virtue find. 

Nor fuch perfedion fee ; 
Then I'll renounce all womankind,, 

My Peggy > after thee* 

No new-blown beauty fires my heart 

With Cupid^s raving rage, 
But thine which can, fuch fweets impart,. 

Mufl all the world engage. 
TTwas this that like the morning-funu 

Gave joy and life to me > 
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And when its de^'d day is done. 
With Peggy kt me die. 

Ye powers that fmik on virtuous love. 

And in fuch pleasure fhare ; 
You who its faithful flames approve. 

With pity view the fair. 
Reftore my Peggf^ wonted charms, 

Thofe charms fo dear to me ; 
Oh I never rob them from thofe arm's : 

Fm loftifPfg^l^dic. 



. My Jo Janet. 

SWeet Sir, for your courtefie. 
When ye come by the Ba/s then. 
For the love ye bear to me, 

Buy me a keeking-glafs then. 
Keek into the dra^w-ivellj 

Janet, Janet; 
And there ye II fee ye* r bonny filU 
My jo Janet. 

Keeking in the draw-well clear, 

Whatiflihou'dfa'in? 
Syne a' my kin will fay and fwear, 

I drown'd myfell for fin. 

Had the better he the br^e, 

Janet, Janet; 

Had the better be the hrae^ 

My jo Janet. 

Good Sir, for your courtefie. 

Coming through Aberdeen then. 
For the love ye bear to me. 

Buy me a pair of fhoon then. 
Clout the auldy the ne^w are dear^ 

Janet, Janet; 
Ae pair may gain ye ba^ ayear^ 
My jo Janct» 
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But what if dancing on the green> 

And (kipping like a mawkmg. 
If they fhould lee my clouted moon> 

Of me they will be tanking. 
Dance ay laighy and lati at i§u^ 

Janet^ Janet, 
^yne a* their Jauts imUI n9 h/een. 
My jo Janet. • 

Blind Sir, for your conrtefie. 

When ye gae to the crofs then. 
For the love ye bear to me. 

Buy me a pacing horie then* 
Paci- upo* your fpinmng^fwheelt 

Janet, Janet; 
face uftfy^ur ffUmf^fwheel^ 
Myjo,]vitU 

My fpinning-wheel is auld and ftiC 

The rock a't winn» flan49 Sir, 
To ke^ the temper-pin in tiflT,, 
Employs aft my hand> Sir.. 
Make the befi oh that ye can^ 

Janet, Janet; 
But like it newer iJuaUa man^ 
Myijo Janet. 



SONG. 

To the time o^ John' Jlnierfin, myj§. 

WHat means this nicenefs now of late^ 
Since time that truth does prove ; 
Such diftance may confiJft with ftate„ 

But never will with love. 
*Tis either cunnmg or dii<laia 
That does fuch ways allow ; 
The firft is bafe, the laft is vain t 
May neiiber happen yoiu 

1^ 
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For if it be to draw me on. 

You over-ad your part j 
And if it be to have me gone. 

You need not ha'f that art : 
For if you chance a look to call. 

That feems to be a frown, 
I'll give you all the love that's pai!. 

The reft fhall be my own, . 



Auld Rob Morris. 

MITHER. ' 

AUld Rei Morris that wins in yon glen, . frm 
He*s the king of good fellows; and wale of ai 
Has fourfcore of bhck meep, and fouHcore too ; 
Auld RoA Morris is the man ye maun loo.- 

DOUGHTER, 
Had your tongue, mither, and let that abee. 
For his eild and my eild can never agree : 
They'll never agree, and that will be feen ; 
-For he is fourfcore, and I'm but fifteen, 

MITHER, 
Had your tongue, doughter, and lay by your pride. 
For he's be the bridegroom, and ye's be the bride ; 
He fhall lie by your nde, and kifs ye too ; 
Auld Ro6 Morris is the man ye maun loo* 

DOUGHTER. 

Auld RoA Morris I ken him fou weel. 

His a it flicks out like ony peat-creel. 

He's outlhkin'd, inknee'd, and ringle-ey'd toa; 
Auld Ro6 Morris is the man I'll ne'er loo. 

MITHER. 
Though auld Rolf Morris be an elderly man, 
Fer his auld brafs it w\l\ buy ?Livew ^;w\ \ 
Then, doughter, ye ftiouVA tvaW fo \S^ \.o ^^»y 
JFor Auld Rob Morris is thft xoasv y^ m^uxvVio- 
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DOUGHTER. 
aid Roi Morris I never will hae, 
ack is fae ftiff, and his beard is grown gray : 
titter die than live wi* him a year ; 
lair oi Roh Morris I never will hear. Q^ 



SONG. 

he tone of> Come kifs nvith mif come clap iviti 
me, kc. X 

PEGGr. 
''Y Jocky blyth, for what thou'ft done, 
^ There is nae help nor mending ; 
Sou haR jogg*d me out of tone, 
r a* thy fair pretending, 
lither fees a change on me, 
r my complexion dafhes, 
this, alas ! ha$ been with thte 
s late amang the rafhes* 

JOCKY. 
^^ggy^ what I've faid Til do, 
) free thee frae her fcouling. 
e th^n and let us buckle to, 
le langer let's be fooling ; 
ler content I'll inftant wed, 
ice thy complexion dafhes ; 
then we'll try a feather-bed, 
'is fafter than the rafh^s. 

PEGGr. 
n, Jockpf fince thy love's fae true, 
;t mither fcoul, I'meafy: 
langs I live I ne'er ihall rue 
w what I've done to pleafe thee, 
there's my hand I's ne'er complain : 
h ! weel's me on the rafhes ; 
w<?Vr thou likes Vll do't again, 
da £g for a' tbw cla&cs, X. 
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SONG. 

To the tunc of, Rothes* s lament ; or, Piftky-hmfi. 

AS Syhia in a foreft lay. 
To vent her wo alone ; 
Her Twain Sylvander came that way, 

And heard her dying moan : 
Ah ! is my love (flie faid) to yx>a 

So worthlefs and fo vain ? 
Why is your wonted fbndnefs now 
Converted to difdain ? 

You vow'd the light fhou'd darknefs tunit 

Ere you'd exchange your love ; 
In fhades now may creation moum. 

Since you unfaithful prove. 
Was it for this I credit gave 

To ev'ry oath you fwore ? 
But £h ! it feems they moft deceive. 

Who moil our charms adore. 

'Tis plain your drift was all deceit. 

The praftice of mankind : 
Alas ! I fee it, but too late. 

My love had made me blind. 
For you, delighted I could die : 

But oh ! with grief I'm filPd, 
To think that credulous conftant I 

Should by yourfelf be kill'd. 

This faid — all breathlefs, iick, and .pale. 

Her head upon her hand. 
She found her vital fpirits fail. 

And fenfes at a (land. 
Syl'uander then began to melt : 

But ere the wdrd was given. 
The heavy hand of death (he felt, 

Aai /igh'd her foul to heaven. M. 
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^Thc young Laird and Edinburqh 
Katy* 

"iw TO W wat ye wba I met yefliteiH 
X\| Coining down th^ ^et» my JQ? 
My miftrefs in her tat;tan fcre^s, 
Fow bonny, hraw, and fweet, my jo* 
Myr dear, quoth I» thtoksc to the nigh^. 
That never wifli'd a lover ill. 
Since ye'rc out of your ^|ii^^ ilght» * 
Let^ take a wank up to thof hil}. 

O Katy^ wUtu'jgang wi* me, ! ,;. 
And leave the diqlS(Re.tQf»i.a wbi(ei ': 
The bloflbm's fproutingirae the tree. 
And a' the fimmer's gavv'ii to fmile :;...... 

The mavis, nightingale, andJbark, 
The bleating lambs, and whiftUng hind. 
In ilka dale, green, ihaw, an4 p^k. 
Will noarifh health, and glad ye'rmind* 

Soon as the clear goodmaR of day 
Bends his morning-draught of dew, . 
We'll gae to fome burn-iide and play. 
And gather flow'rs to bufk^e'x brow ; . 
We'll pou the dairies on the green. 
The lucken gowians frae the bog : 
Between hanas.now and then we'll lean. 
And iport upo* the velvet fog. 

There's up into a {^eafant glen, 
A wee piece frae my father's tow'r, 
A canny, iaft, and flow'ry den. 
Which circling birks have form'd a bow'r : 
Whene'er the fun growi high and warm, 
^ell to the cauler (hade remove. 
There will I lock thee in mine arm. 
And love and kifs, and kifs and love. 

Vol. I. ••F ^KtVi 
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Katy'« Anfwen 



MY Blither's ay glowritt o'er me, 
Tho' ihc did jhe fame before nie : 
I canna get leave . • ' • 
To look to my loovc^ 
Orclfeftic'llbc4ifkcto-dev<nif«ie,' r- 

Right fain wad I tafce JreV oten ; • ■ 
Sweet Sir, but TU tine in^- itiiihtt i.'-- -*- • 
Then, Sainiyf ye'll fret. 
And wytc yeV poor ®i/^, *i ' 
Whene'er yc keek iiiyOur tdom«c<>ffer. '■■ ' 

For though my father has plenty .^ 
Of filler and plenifliing dainty^ 
Yet he's unco fwecr 
Tx) twin wi* lAs gear ; 
And fae we had need to bo tenty. 

Tutor my parents wi' caution. 

Be wylie in ilka motion ; 

Brag well 6' ye'r land, 
And there's my leal hand. 

Win them. Til be at your devotion. 



MARY SCOT. 

TTAppy's the love which meets return^ 
XTx When in ibft flames iouls equal bum ; 
But words are wanting to difcpver 
The torments of a hopelcfs lover. 
Ye regifters of heav'n, relate, • 

If looking o'er the rolls of fate. 
Did you there fee me mark'd to marrow 
Mtny Scot the flower of Yarr^^ ? 
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Ah no ! her fonn's too heay'nly fair, , , . 
H«r love the gods above muftlhare'^ ' ' -^ 
While mortals with deipair explore her> * ' 
And at diilance dtre acfore her. 
O lovely maid ! my doubts befi^uiley 
Revive and blefs me wffb 4 finue : ; ^^ 
Alas! if not, you'll foon deSar ^ . W • '■' •': 
Sighing Twain tie banks of Tarro'w, •- - - • ■ * 

Be hufli, ye fears, I'll not defpair; *• - . i. 

My Mary's tender as ihe's fair ; 
Then ru go tell her all iflfneatigiiifi^ * 
She is too good to let me laDgoifli : 
With foccefs crown'd, 1*11 not envy 
The folks who dwell above the fky;; 
When Mary Scot^s become my marrow. 
We'll make a paradil'e in Tarrow, 



O'er Bogie* 



I Will a'wt^ wi* my lo*ver 
I nuill anjot^ at//' ber^ 
Tho* a* my kin had fujorn and fat dy 

ril o*er Bogie w/* her. 
If 1 can get but her confent, 

I dinna care a flrae ; 
Tho' ilka ane be difcontent, 

Awa' wi' her 1*11 gae. 
I ivill aiua^i &c. 



For now fhe's miftrefs of my heart, - 

And wordy of my hand, . 
And well I wat we fhanna part 

For filler or for land. 
Let rakes delyte to fwear and drink^ 

And beaus admire fine lace, 
But my chief pleifure is to blink 

On Betty's bonny face.. 
/ lAjill auua'^ &c» 

F z Thero 
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There a' the beau'des dp combine. 

Of colottti tcrats^ a«d aict 
The iaul that (parklcs in her een , , . 

Makes her a jewel rare : 
Her flowing wit gives fining life 

To a' her other charms ; _ 

How bk&M rU be when (He's my wife> : ' ." 

And locked up in my arms ! 

There blythly wiUIxant and iing. 

While o'er her fweets I range, 
rilcry. Your humble fenrant> King, 

Shame fa' them that wa'd change 
A kifs of Bettjf and a finile* 

Abeit ye wad lay down 
The right ye hae to Britain^ ifle^ 

And offer me ye'r crown. 
Jnvili aiva^y &c. 



O'er the Moor to Maggy, 

AND I'll o'er the moor to Ma^t 
Her wit and fweetnefs call me ; 
Then to my fair I'll fhow my mind. 

Whatever may befal me* 
If ihe love mirth. Til learn to fing ; 

Or likes the Nint to follow> 
ril lay my lugs in J^indui" fpring, 
And invocate Apollo. 

If fhe admire a martial mind, 

I'll Iheath my limbs in armour ; 
If to the fofter dance inclin'd. 

With gayeft airs I'll charm her : 
If fhe love grandeur, day and night, 

I'll plot my nation's glory. 
Find favour in my prince'^ fight^ 

And ihine in future fiory* 

Beauty 



OF C HlO ICE SON OS. 6^5 

Beauty can wonders work with eaie^ 

Wne're wit is correiponding ; 
And braveft men know beft to pleafe^ 

With comfplaifance abotmding. 
My bonny Magifs love can'twrn 

Me to what inape flie pleaies» 
If in her bieaft that flame fhall burn^ 

Which in my bofom blazes. 



FoLWART on the Green* 

AT* Polwart It the gran 
Ify0u*Umtet me the mom. 
Where laffks de cennfene 

To dance about the thorn y 
A Idndly welcdjsie you flidi nieet 

Frae her whi^ likes to view 
A lover and a. lad complete, . 
The lad and lover you.^ 

Let dorty dames fay A'^i 
As lang as e*er they pleafe. 
Seem caulder than the fna'. 
While inwardly they bleeze ; 
But I will frankly fhaw my mind> ^ 

And yield my.heart to thee ; r 
Be ever to the captive kind» 

That langB na to be free. 

At Pohwart on the green, 
Amang the new-mawn hay, 
With langs and dancing keen 
We'll pafe the heartfome day. 
At nighty if .beds be o^eY thrang latd, ^ 

And thou be tnvin^d of thine ^ 
Thou Jbalt be ivetcome, my dear lad, > 

To tedu a fart of nine, 

F 3 . ^<>Wgl; 
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John Hay's bonny LajSie. . 



B 



Y fmooth winding Tay a fwain was j 



Aft cry'd he, Oh hey i ipaun I ilill live p|i 

Myfell thus away, anddarna difcover ' ■ ^ . . ,■ 
To my bonny Hajthzi I am her lover;? , ; . 

Nae mair it will hide, the flame waxes ftranga 
.If ihe's not my bride, my days are nae langer : 
Then Til take a heart, and try at a venture. 
May be, ere we part,, my vows may content her. 

She's frefh as the fpring, and fweet as Aurora^ 
When birds mount and fing, bidding- day a goo( 
The fward of the mead, enamel'd with daiiies. 
Look wither'd and dead, when twin'd of her gn 

But if fhe appear where verdures invite her. 
The fountains run clear, and flowers finellthe (v 
'Tis heaven to be by, when her wii is a-fiowiae 
Her fmiles and bright eye fet my fpirits a-glowii 

The mau- that I gaze^ die deeper Fm woundec 
Struck dumb with amaze, my mind is confounc 
I'm all on a fire, dear maid, to carefs ye. 
For a' my deiire is Haf^ bonny laflie. 



Katharine Ogie. 

As walking forth to view the plain. 
Upon a morning early. 
While May% fweet fcent did chear my brain. 

From flow'rs which grew fo rarely : 
1 chanc'd to meet a pretty maid. 

She fliin'd though it was ^o^gy ; 
I afk'd her name : Sweet Sir, jQie faid. 
My name is Katharine Ogif. 
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I flood a while» and did admire. 

To fee a njrmph fo flately ; 
So brifk an air there did appear 

In a countrv-maid.io neatly : 
Such natural iweetnefs ihe difplay'd. 

Like a lilie in a boggie ; 
Diana* s felf was ne'er array'd 

Like dii) fame Katharine Ogie. 

Thou flow*r of females, beauty's aueen. 

Who fees thee, fiire muft prize thee ; 
Though thou art drefs'd in jrobes but mean. 

Yet thefe cannot difguife thee ; 
Thy handfome air, and gracefiil look. 

Far excels any clownifh rogie ; 
Thou'rt mstdi for laird, or lord, or duke. 

My charming I^atbarine Ogie. 

O were I but fbme fhepherd fwain ! 

To feed my flock beiide thee, 
At boughtmg-time to leave the plain. 

In milking to abide thee ; 
I'd think myfelf a happier man, ' 

With Katty my club, and dogic. 
Than he that hugs his thoufands ten. 

Had I but Katharine Ogie, 

Then I'd defpife th' imperial throne, 

And ftatefmens dang'rous Hations : 
rd be no king, I'd wear no crown, .\ f ^ . 

rd fmile at conqu'ring nations ; 
Might I carefs and ftill poflefs 

This lafs of whom I'm vogie ; 
For thefe are toys, and ftill look lefs, 

Compar'd with Katharine Ogie. 

But I fear the gods have not decreed 

For me fo fine a creature, 
Whofe beauty rare makes her exceed 

All other works in nature. 
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Clouds of dcfpair forroimd my love. 

That arc both dark and foggy : 
Pity my cafe, ye powers above, 

£lfe I die for Katharine. Ogit. . 



An thou were my ain Thingt 

OR race divine, thou needs muk be» : 
Since nothing earthly equals thee s 
For heaven's fake, ok ! lavour me, . 
Who only lives to love thee. 
jffi thou <were my ain things . 
Iiwonld love thee, J woM 1&V€ thii'^ .: 
Jin thou ivere my ain things >, 
Honjii dearlywQuld I love tbii ! 

The gods one thing peculiar Jiave, 
To ruin none whom they can fave 5 • 
O ! for their fake fupport. a (lave, . 
Who only lives to love thee. . 
An thou were^ Sec. 

To merit I Yio claim can make, - 
But that I love, and for your fake, 
Whatman can name 1*11 undertake^ ' 

So dearly do I love thee. 
jin thou fwere. Sec, 

My paffion, conftant as the fun, . 
Flames ftronger flill, will ne'er have ddne^ 
Till fates my thread of life have fpun, 
Which breathing out TU love thee. 
jin thou were, Sec, X. 
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ike bees that fuck the morning dew» 
ae flowers of fweeteft (cent and hew, 
e wad I dwell upo' thy mou> 
And gar.thtf •godi envy ilie»- 

;e lane's I had the ufe of light) 
i on uiv beauties feaft my hght, 
n[ie in iaft whlff^ers thttnigli the nightt 
rd tell how much I lotf'd thee. 

Am thorn werf^ .BfC* - ■ . .^ ' i. 

ow fair and ruddy Is Ay yM)v> ' 
le moves a goddeis o^ ^ groeift { 
^eie I a king) thou fhonld k£ qaeen, 
Nane but m jrlell aboott thee. 
Jn tb$u nvertf &c. 

d grafp thee to this breaft of inln^, 
Vklft thou, like ivv, or the vine, 
^nnd my Wronger limbs fhouM twine, 
Form'd hardly to defend thee, 
Jm tb9U ^vuere, &c« 

dime's on the wing, and will not ftay, 
n Ihining youth let's make our hay ; 
•ince love admits of nae delay, 
let nae fcOm undo thee. 
An thou ivercy kz. 

i^hile love docs at his altar ft and, 
lac there's my heart, gi'e me thy hand, 
nd, with ilk fnrile, thou (halt command 
The will of him wl\a loves thee. 
Aft tbm were, &c. 

Thete's 
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There's my Thumb 111 ne'er bcguUc 
thee. 

MY fwecteft ilf«j?, kt love incHne tkee, 
T' accept a heart whick he defigns theo i- 
And, as your conftant flave, regard it. 
Syne lor its faithfulncft rewardit. -) * , 
*Tis proof a-ihot to birth or money. 
But yields to what is fweet and bonnv ; ■ . . , 

Receive it then with a kifs and a fmiiyi^ ^ 

There's my thumb it will ne'er begHiiey^. . , ^ 

How tempting fweet thefe lips of thine ate^ 

Thy bofom white> and legs iae fine arp» < . 

That, when in pools, I fee thee deaii 'em i ; 

They carry away my h^art bejtween 'cm. 

J wifti, and I wifli, while it g2^s duntiii, 

O gin I had thee on a mountain. 

Though kith and Ipp and a' ihou'd revile thee» • • 

There's my thumb 1*11 ne'er beguile th^. , 

Alane through flow'ry hows I dander. 

Tenting my flocks left they ihou'd wander, . 

Gin thou'll gae alang, I'll dawt thee gaylie. 

And gi'e my thumb I'll ne'er beguile &cc. • • 

O my dear lafCe,. it is but daffin. 

To had thy wooer up ay niff naffin. 

That na, na, na, I hate it moft vilely, 

O fay. Yes, and I'll ne'er beguile thee. 



For the tiOve of Jean. 

JOcky faid to JeaHy^ Jeany^ wilt thou do*t I .. 
Ne'er a fit, quo' Jeany, for my tocher-good. 
For my tocher-good, I winna marry thee. 
E'ens ye like, quo' Jonny^ ye may let it be. 
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I hae eowd and gear/ I h^ land enongh, 
I hae teven good owfen ganekig-in ft pleugh, - 
Ganging in a plcugh« and linking o'er the lee. 
And gin ye winna take me^ I can let ye be. 

I Kae a good ha' houie, a b^ and a byre; 
A ftack afore the door. Til niake k rantin £re» 
I'll make a rantin fire, and merry flial) we be : 
And gin ye winna take me, I can let ye be. 

Jtawf (aid to Joch^^ Gin ye winna tclT, 

Ye (hall be the lad, 111 be the lafs myfeQ. 

Ye're a bonny lad, and I'm a laflie free, ' 

Ye're welcomer to take me than to let "me be/ Z^, 



SONG. 

To the tune of, Reggy^ I mufi tevi tbee, 

BEneath a beech's grateful fhade, 
Young Colin lay complaining ; 
He figh'd, and ieem'd to love a. maid. 

Without hopes of obtaining : 
For thus the twain indulgM his grief. 
Though pity cannot move thee, . 
Though thy hard heart gives no relief. 
Yet, Peggy f I muft love thee. 

Say» Peggy, what has Colin done. 

That thus you cruelly ufe him f 
If love's a fault, 'tis that alone 

For which you fhould excufe him ! 
'Twas thy dear felffirft rais'd this flame. 

This fire by which I languifh ; 
nris thou alone can quench the fame. 

And cool its fcorching anguifh. 

For 
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For thee I leave the fporture plain. 

Where ey'ty iaai4 invites me ;^ 
For thee, folccaMfeofall my pain. 

For thee tli4t. only flii^ls mcf. 
This love that fires my faithful heart 

By all but tlice's commended. - ... 
Oh I wod<i, thou aft fo good a part. 

My grief might foon be eiiicd. 

That beauteous breaJft, fo foft to fed, 

Seem'd tcndemcfs aH over, » ■ 

Yet it defends Av heajjt like fteel, . ' • / . . \ 

*Gainft thy. demairii^ Jpyer. ' \\ ^ 

Alas ! tho' Ihould it n?^r relent. 

Nor CoRk^s care e'er move thee. 
Yet till life's lateft breath is fpcnt, 

My Peggf^ I muft love thee. C. 



Genty TiBiBV, and fonfy Nelly. 

To the tune of, Ti-ify Fonukr in the g!en* 

TIbhy has a ftore o' charms. 
Her genty ihape our fancy warms ; 
How ftrangelv can her fma' whit^ arms 
Fetter the lad who looks but at her i 
Fra'er ancle to her flender waift, • 

Thefe fweets conceal'd invite to dawt her ; 
Her rofy cheek, and rifmg breaft. 

Gar ane's mouth gu(h bowt fu' o' vcater. 

Nellyh gawfy, faft, and gay, 
Frefh as the lucken flowers in M(f^ ; 
Ilk ane that fees her, cries. Ah hey 

She^s bonny ! O I ^wonder at her / 
The dimples of her chin and cheek. 
And limbs fae plump invite to dawt her ; 

Her lips fae fweet, and fkin fae fleek. 

Gar mony mouths befide mine water. 
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Now ftrike my finger in a bore» 
"My wylbn with the maiden ihore^ 
'Gin I can tell whilk 1 am for. 

When thefe twa flars appear the gither. 

love ! why dofl thou gi'e thy £ret 

Sac large, while we Ve oblig^i to nither 
^Ottripacioas fiiols immenie ddBits, 
And ay be in a hankeiin fwither. 

Tiify^s ihapeahd airs ai« fine^ ' 
And Ndiys beauties -are divine : 
"Bat fince they canna baith be mioe, 

Yesodsy give ear .«> my petition) 
Provide a grod lad for the tane, 

But let it be with this provifion, 

1 get the other to my lane» 

In ^Totpe&^laHo and fruition. 



Up in the Air. 

Now the fun*s gane ottt o' fight. 
Beet the ingl^ and ffittff^ lights 
In glens the fiuries fkip and dance. 
And witches wallop o'er to France. 
Up in the air 
On my bonny gray niafe. 
And I (et her yet, and I fee her yet. 
Up w. Sec* 

The wind's drifting hail and fna', 
J)*cr frozen hajgs, like a foot-ba' ; 
Nac ftams keek diro* the azure flit, 
*Tis cauld, and mirk as ony pit. 
The man i' the moon 
Is caroufing aboon ; 
l^ycfee, d' ye fee, dVye fee him yet ? 
Tbemanf kc. 
Voi. I. • Q TaVc 
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Take your glafs to clear your een, 
'Tis the elixir heals the fbleen, 
Baith wit and mirth it will infpire, 
And gently puffs the lover's fire. 

Up in the air. 

It drives away care ; 
Ha'e wi* ye, ha'e wi* ye, and ha'e wi* ye, lads, yet 

Upiuy Sec. 

Steele the doors, keep out the froft 5 
Come, JVilliey gie's about ye*r toaft $ 
TiPt lads, and lilt it out, ! , . 

And let us ha'e a blythfome bout. 

Up wi't there, there, 

Dinna choat, but drink fair : 
Huzza, huzza, and huzza, lads, yet. 

Up <wPt, &c. 



Fy gar rub her o*er wi'* Strae. 

GIN ye meet a bonny laffie, 
Gi'eher a kifs, and let her gae j 
But if ye meet a dirty hufly, 
Fy gar rub her o'er wi' llrae. 

Be fure ye dinna quit the grip 

Of ilka joy, when ye are young, 
JBeforc auld age your vitals nip, 

And lay ye twafald o'er a rung. 

Sweet youth's a blyth and heartfome time : 
Then, lads and J^lfes, while 'tis May, 

Gac pu' the gowan in its prime, 
Before it wither and decay. 

Watch the faff minutes of delyte, 

When Jenny fpeaks beneath her breath, 

A^id kiiFes, laying a' th$ wyte 
On you, if Ihe \epp ony (k^uth. 
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ye're ill-bred, (he'll fmiling fay, 
11 woiry me, ye greedy rook : 
xae your arms (he'll tin away, 
1 hide hcrfelf in iome.dark nook« 

lugh will lead you to the plaice, 

kere lies the happipeis ye Want, 

»lainly tell-you to your face, " • -v 

ieteen na-fays are h^'f a grant* 

to her heaving. bofoAi cling, 
i fweetly tooue for a kifs : 
ler fair finger whoop a ring, 
taiken of a future blifs. 

bennifons, I'm very furc, 
; of the gods indulgent grant • 
, furly carls, whjfht, forbear 

plague us with youfr whining cant* 

, ...jy 

Patie and Peggy.' 

P A T I E. 

' the delicious warmneis of thy mouth. 

And rowing eye, which fmiling tells tlie truth, 

!», my laffie, that as well as I 

e made for love, and why (hould yc deny i 

Pfi O G Y. 

t ken yc> lad, gin we confefs o'er foon, 
ink us cheap, arid fyne the wooing's done : 
naiden that o'er quickly tines her pow'r, 
unripe fruit, will tade but hard and four. 

Patie. 
t when they hing o'er lang upon the tree, 
• fweetnefs they may tine, and fae may ye : . 
:heeked you completely ripe appear, 
I have thol'd and woo'd a lang ha'f-year. 

G 2 Peggy; 
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P fi G 6 Y. 

Then dinna^pu' me ; gently thus I fa* 
Into my Patie's arms for good and a' : 
But ftint your wiflies to this frank embracer - 
And mint nae farther till we've got tie grace. 

Pat I B. 

O charming armsfu* ! hence, ye cares, away, 

ril Idfs my treafure a' the livclang day : 
A' night I*II dream my kifles o'er again. 
Till that day come that ye'll be a' my ain.. 

C H O R U 3; 

Sun 9 gulhp donjon the njueftlin Jkiis^ 
Gangfoon to bed and quickly rife ; 
O lajh your fteedsy poft time aivay^ 
And hafte about our bridal-day : 
And ifye^re <weary^i honeft lights 
Sleef gin ye like a. *weeA that nights 



The Mm, Mill — O. 

BEneath a green (hade I fan da fair maid» 
Was. fleeping found and ftill — O j 
A' lovvan wi' love* my fancy did rove 

Aroui^d her with good -will — r O : 
Her bofom I prefs'd ; but funk in her reft. 

She ftirr'dna my joy to fpill — O : 
While kindly (he flept, clofe to her I crcpt,^ 
And fcifs*d, and kifs'd her my fill — O. 

Oblig'd by command in Flanders to land, 
T' employ my courage and (kill — O, 
Er4^,/hjpr quietly I ftaw, hoift fails iand awa', 

TcttJ di6 wind blew fair on the bill — O. 
Twa years brought me hame, where loud-fraifing- fame 

Tald me with a voice right (hrill — O, 

My iafs, like a fool, hud mounted the ftool, 

*. Nor kend wha had done her the ill — 0. 

Mair 
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Mair fond of her cRarms, with my Ton in her arms, 

I ferlying fpcer'd how fhe fell — O. 
Wi' the tear in her eyei quoth fhe. Let me die. 

Sweet Sir, gin I can tell — O. 
Love gave the cojnmand, I took her by the handy 

And bade her a' fears expel — O, 
And nae mair look wan, for I was the man 

Wha had done her deed myfell — O. 

My bonny fweet lafe, on the gowany grafs. 

Beneath the Shilling- biU — O, 
If I did offence, I'fe make ye amends 

Before I ieav€ Pegg/%' Mill — O. 
the milly mill— O, and the kill, kill— O, * ; 

And the coggin of the awheel — O : 
*^he/ack and the Jte'vey a^ that ye maun lea've,- 

Jmd round ivith a fodrer reel^^ O.. 



Colin and GRisy parting. 

To the tune of, Wo^smy h^art that ^efiould /under. 

With, buojcen words, and downcaft eyes, • 
Poor Colin fpoke his paffion tender : 
And, parting with his Grijy, cries, 
Ah ! wo's my heart that we fhould funder. 

To others I am cold as fnow. 
But kindle with thine eyes like tinder i^ 

^rom thee with pain I'm forcM to go : 
It breaks my heart that we Ihould fimder. 

Chain'd to thy charms, I e^not range, 

No beauty new mv love fliall hinder, 
Nqt time nor place mall ever change 

My vows, though we're oblig'd to fuhdcr. 

G 3 The 
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The image of thy graceful air, 

And beauties which invite our wonder^ 
Thy lively wit and prudence rare. 

Shall flill be prefent, though we funder. 

Dear nymph, believe thy fv/ain in this, 
You'll ne'er engage a heart that's kinder; 

Then feal a pronufe with a kifs. 

Always to love me though we funder. 

Ye gods, take care of my dear lafs. 
That as I leave her T may find her. 

When that blefs'd time fhall come to pais. 
We'll meet again, and never funder. 



The Gaberlvnzie-'Man^ 

THE pawky ardd carl came o'er the lee, 
Wi' many geod e'ens and days to me^ 
Saying, Good wife, for your courtelic. 

Will you lodge a filly poor man ? 
The night was cauld, the carl was wat. 
And down ayont the ingle he fat ; 
My daughter's fhoulders he 'gan to clap,. 
And cadgily ranted and fang. 

O wow ! quo' he, were I as free 
As firft when T faw this country. 
How blyth and merry wad I be ! 

And 1 wad never think lang. 
He grew canty, and ihe grew fain ; 
But little did her auld minny ken 
What thir flee t\ya togither were fay'ng. 

When wooing they- were fae thrang. 

And O ! quo' he, an ye were as black 
As e'er the crown of my daddy's hat, 
^Tis I wad lay thee by my back. 
And awa' wi' me thou ILou'd ^^nv^. 
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And O ! quo' (he, an I were as white 
As e'er the fnaw lay on the dike, 
rd dead me braw and lady- like. 
And awa' with thee I woa'd gangr 

Between th^ twa was siad!e a plot ; 
They raife a wee before the cock. 
And wilily they (hot the lock. 

And faft to the bent are they gane;- 
Up in the mom the auld wife raife,. 
And at her leifuie pat on. her claiie ; 
Syne to the iervants bed /hegaes. 

To ipeer for the filly poor man- 
She gaed to the bed where the beggar faly,. 
The ftrae was cauld, he was away. 
She clapt her hand, cryM^ Waladay, 

For tome of our gear will be gane. 
Some ran to.coffers,' and fome 4x> kifts, 
But nought was fiown that cea'd,be mifl ^ 
She danc*d her lane, cry'd* Praife be bleft,. 

I have lodg'd a leal poor m^. 

Since naething's awaV ^ we can Team, 

The kirn's to kirn, and milk to earn, 

Gae but the houfe, lafs, and wal;:en my bairn,- 

And bid her Come quickly ben. 
The fervant gj^ed where the daughter lay. 
The (heets were cauld, (he was awayr 
And fail to het goodwife did fay. 

She's a£ with the Gaberlunzie-man.. 

fy gar ride, and fy gar rin. 

And hade ye find thefe traitors again, i 

For (he's be burnt, and he's be flain. 

The wearifu' Gaberlun2i^-man. 
Some rade upo' horfe, fome ran a fit. 
The wife was wood> and out o' het wit : 
She cou'd na gang, nor yet cou'd (he fit, 

Bwt a/ Ihc curs'd and (he baxrn'd. 



'NV^'asx 
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Mean time far hind out o'er the lee, 

Fu* fnug in a glen, where nane cau'd fee. 

The twa, with kindly fport and glee. 

Cut frae a new chcefe a whang : 
The priving was good, it pleas 'd them baith,» 
To lo'e her for ay, he gae her his aith. 
Quo' fhe, to leave thee I will be laith,. 

My winfome Gaberlunzie-man* 

O kend my minny I were wi* you,. 
Hl-fardly wad (he crook her mou',. 
Sic a poor man Ihe'd never trow. 

After the Gaberltmzie-maD, 
My dear, quo' he, ye*re yet o'er young^^ — 

^nd hae na leam'd the beggar's tongue„ 
To follow me frae town to town. 

And carry the Gaberlunzic on» 

Wi' cauk and keel I'll win yoiw bread^. 

And fpindles and whorles for them wha need^ 

Whilk is a gentle trade indeed. 

To carry the Gaberlunzie on, 
I'll bow my leg, and crook my knee. 
And draw a black clout o'er my eye, 
A cripple or blind they will ca' me. 

While we (hall be merry and £ng., L. 



The Cordial. 

To the tune of. Where Jhall our goodman lU? 

H E. 

WHere wad bonny Annie lie ? 
Alane nae mair ye maun lie ; 
Wad ye a goodman try ? 
is that the thing ye're lacking ! 
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SHE. 
Can a lafs {ke young as I 
Venture on the bridal-tiey 
Sync down with a goodman Ke f. 
I'm flee'd he keep me wanking.. 

H E.: 
Never judge until ye try, 
Mak me your goodman, I 
Shanna hinder you to lie. 
And fleep till ye be weary. 

S HE-, 
What if I fhou'd^ wauking lie. 
When the hoboys are gawa by,.. 
Will yc tent me when I cry. 
My dear, Tm faint and iry ? 

H E. 
Id my bofom thou fiialt Ue, 
When thou waukrife art, or dry^ 
Healthy cordial Handing by» 
Shall prefently revive thee* 

. S H E» 
To your will I then comply. 
Join us, prieft, and let me try 
Hew 1*11 wi' a goodman lie, 
Wha can a cordial give me. 



Ew-BuGHTs Marion.. 

Win ye go to the ew-bughts, Marion, 
And wear in the fheep wi' me ? 
The fun fhines fweet, my Mori on , 

But nae half fae fweet as thee. 
Marion^ s a bonny lafs. 

And the blyth blink's in her eye ; 
And fain wad I marry Marion, 
Gin Marion wad marry me.. 
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There's gowd in your garters, Marion, 

And filk on your white haufs-bane ; 
Fu' fain wad I kifs my Marion^ 

At e'en when I com^ hame. . , . 

There's braw lads in EarnJlaiVy Marion^ 

Wha gape, and glowr with their eye. 
At kirk, when they fee roy Marion ; 

But nane of them lo'ealike me. .' ' 

Vyt nine milk-ewes, my Marion j 

A cow and a brawny qtfey, 
I'll gi'e them a' to my Marion^ 

Juft on her bridal-day ; * 

And ye's get a green fey aproir. 

And waftecoat of the London brown^ 
And wow but ye will be vap'ring. 

Whene'er ye gang to the town.. - . - 

I'm young and ftout, my Marion ; 

Nane dances like me on the green r 
And gin ye forfake mev Marion, 

I'll e'en gae draw up wi' Jean z 
Sae put on your pear lins, Maiion, 

And kyrtle of the cramafie ; 
And foon as my chin has nac hair on, 

I ihall come weft, and fee ye. Q^ 



The blythfome Bridal. 

FY let u& a' to the bridal. 
For there will be lilting there ; 
For Jocky*^ to be married to Maggy, 

The lafs wi' the gowden hair. 
And there will be lang-kail and pottage. 

And bannocks of barley- meal ; 
And there will be good fawt herring. 

To relifli a cog of good ale. 
Fy let us a' to the bridal^ &c. 



OF CHOICE SDNCJS. $i 

And there will be Saney the futor. 

And PFill wi* the meikle mou' ; 
And there will be Tfim the blutter, , 

With Andrew the tinkler, I trow ; 
And there will be bow'd-legged Robbie^ 

With thumblefs ^aiy*$ goodman ;, 
And there will be blue-cheeked Don»bie, 
' And Laturie the laird of the land* 
Fjletusy &c. 

And there will be row-libber Patie, 

And plucky-fac'd ^^ i* the mill, « 
Caper-nos'd Francie and Gibbie^ 

That wins in the how of the hill ; 
And there will J>e Ahfter Sibbie, 

Wha in with bl^ck BeJJie did mool,, 
With fnivelling Lilly and Tibby^ 

The lafs that ftands aft on the ftooj. 
Fy ht us, 6cc, 

A^d Madge that was buckled to JSue/iie, 

And coft him grey breeks to his arfe, 
Who after was hangit for ftealing, 

Great mercy it fe^ppen'd na warfe : . , 
And there will be gleed Geordy Janners, 

And Kirjh with the lilly- white leg, 
Wha gade to the fouth for manners, 

And bang'd up her wame in Mons-mg" 
Fy let usy &c. 

And there lyill be Judan Macla^^rie^ 

And blinkin daft Barbara Macleg^ 
Wi' flae-lugge^ fharney-fac'd Lawrie, 

And ihangy-mou'dhaluketilf<?g". 
And there will be happer-ars'4 Nancy, 

And fairy- fac'd Fiowrie by name. 
Muck Madiey and fat-hippit Gri/y, 

The lafs wi' the go\yden wame, 
Fyletus, Ac. 



Kxv\ 
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And there will be Girn-ngain'OiHie^ ^ \ . , ^ -^^ 

With his glaikit wife Jtnny Bel/y '' ' . . /, .^^m^ 

And mifle-lhinn*d iWjwr^ iiftfftf/;>, ■ :y 

The lad that was (kipper himfel. ' ^ 

There lads and liffcs in pearlings . , ,.V 

Will feafl in the heart of the na?, ■ , ^. 

On fybows, and rifarts, andcaclingSf .^ .. '. ;v 

That are baith fodden and raV^. ^ ;, :; • • . j. 

Fy let us, &€• ". - . ^ ,. ^y 

And there will be fkdges and iM^an,' ' - ' : ■ - *V 

With fowth ofgood ^bbocks of (kiltVy. - - > « , 
Powfowdy, and drammock, and crowd^c^ 

And caler nowt-feet in a plate. ^ 

And there will be partans and backies. 

And ^yhitens and fpeldings enew^ " "l 

With finged fheep- heads, and a ha^^gies. 

And fcadlips to fop tili ye (pew. / ' '^^ 

Fy let us, SiC, ..-.-. 

And there will be lappcr'd milk kebbocks. 

And fowens, and farls, and baps, , 

With fwats, and well fcraped-paunchea. 

And brandy in flioups and in caps : 
And there will be meal-kail and caftock^ 

With flcink to /op till ye rive. 
And roafts to roaft on a brander, 

Of flowks diat were taken alive. 
Fy let us, &c. 

Scrapt haddocks, wilks, dulfe and tangle^ " 

And a mill of good fnifhing to prie ; 
When weary with eating and drinking^ . ^.' 

We'll rife up and dance till we die, 
Thenfy let us a* io the hridal, > 

For there ivill be likitt^ fheri ; 
For Jocky's to he married to Maggie^ * ■ 

■ 7" he la/s ^i* the gbnwien hmr, Z* 

Tbc 
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The HroHLAMD Laddie. ^ 

THE lawland Islxb tUnk diey art fine [ 
Bat O they're vain and idiy gaady ! ' 
How much unlike that gracefu' mien. 

And manly looks of my highland laddie ? 
O/Mr^ hmty^ hnny higUand laddie^ 
Mf band/om^ cbiarming tighhnd Uddk ; 
Jam^ biofven ftill guards and Unji retAiard 
Owr lmmJ4uid la/sand her highland laddii. 

If I were free at wilf to chde 

To be the wealthieft lawland lady, 
rd take young Dpumld without trews. 

With bonnet lAew, and belted plaidy* «^ 

mj^ hoMM/f &c» 

The braweft besu in borrows^town. 

In a' his airs, with art made ready. 
Compared to him, he's but a clown ; 

He's finer far in's Gutan plaidy« 
O try honmj^f &c« 

O'er benty hill with him ril run, 

And leave my lawland kin and dady ; 
Frae wint^^ cauid, and rummer's fun, 

He^ fcreen me with his highlaiid plaidy, 
O «r7 JMM7, &c. 

Aipainted room, and Hlken bed. 

May pleale a lawland laird and lady ; 
Bat-I can kiis, and be as glad, - 

Behind a bo(h in's hightand plaidy. 
mj hotm^ &c« 

Pew comjplimenti between ns pia&> 

I ca' hun my dear hie;hland laddii^ 
And he ca's me his lawland lafs. 

Syne row& me in beneath his plaidy. 

Vot. I • H ^^ 
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Nae greater joy 1*11 e'ei pfetend^ 

Than that his love prove true and fteady. 

Like mine to him> which ne'er (hall end. 
While heaven preserves my highland laddie, 

O my bonny i Sec* 



Allan Water. 

Or, My Love Annie's very bonfiy* 

WHat numbers fhall the muie repeat ? . 
What verfe be found to pruTe my Jmm$c f 
On her ten thoufand graces wait. 

Each Twain admires, and owns (he's bonny. 
Since (irft (he trod the happy plain. 

She fet each youthful heart on fire ; 
•Each nymph does to her Twain complain^ 
That Annie kindles new de(ire. 

This lovely darling deareft care. 

This new delight, this charming Annie^ 
Like jfummer's dawn, (he's frefh and fair. 

When Florals fragrant breezes fan ye. 
All day the am'rous youths conveen. 

Joyous they (port and play before her j 
All night, when (he no more is feen. 

In biifsful dreams they (till adore, her. 

Among the croud Amyntor came, 

He look'd, he lov'd, he bow'd to Annie 5 
His ri(ing (ighs exprefs his (lame. 

His words were few, his wi(hes many. 
With fmiles the lovely maid reply'd. 

Kind (hepherd, why (hould I deceive ye i 
Alas ! your love muft be deny'd. 

This dcftin'd breall can ne'er relieve ye. 

Young Damon came with Cupidh art. 

His wiles, his fmiles, his charms beguiling^ 

He Hole away my virgin heart ; 
Cede, poor Anyntcr^ ccafc bcwwViTv^* 
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Some brighter beautj yoQ may find. 
On yonder plain the nymphs ave many ; 

Then chufe fome heart that's anconfinM, 
And leave to Damon his own jftuik^ C» 



The Collier's bonny Lafiie. 

THE colKer has a daughter. 
And O (he's wonder bonny > 
A laird he was that fought her, 

Rich baith in lands and money : 
The tutors watch'd the motion 
Of this yonng honeft lover ;■ 
Sat love is like the ocean ; 
Wha can its depth diicover ! 

He had the art to pleafe ye. 

And was by a' refpefted ;: 
His airs fat round him cafy. 

Genteel, but unafFe^lcd; 
The collier's bonny laflie. 

Fair as the new-blown lillie. 
Ay fweet, and never faucy,. ♦ 

Secur'd the heart of Willie^ . 

Be lov'd beyond cxpreffion 

The charms that were about her,. 
And panted for pofTeflion, 

His life was dull without hen 
After mature refolving,. 
I Clofe to his brcaft he held her, 
I h fafteft flames diffolving. 
He tenderly thus tell'd her : 

My bonny collier's daughter. 

Let naething difcompofe ye,. 
Tis no your fcanty tocher 

Shall ever gar me lofe ye : 

H 2 F^t 
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For I have gear in plenty. 

And love iays, 'tis my doty 
To ware what heaven h^ lent me, 

Upvn your wit and beauty. 



Where Helen lits. 

To — — in moumiJig. 

AH ! why thofe tears in Nilfyh eyes I 
To hear thy tender fight and cries. 
The gods (land M'nin^ from the ikies, 

rleasM with thy piety. 
To mourn the dead» dear nymph, ibrbearj 
And of one dying take a care. 
Who views thee as an angel fair. 
Or fome divinity. 

O be lefs graceful, or more kind. 
And cool this fever of my mind, 
Caus'd by the boy {evcrc and blind $ 

Wounded, I figh, for thee ; 
While hardly dare I hope to rife 
To fuch a height by Hymenal ties. 
To lay me down where Helen lies. 

And with thy charms be free. 

mien mufl I hide my love, and die. 
When fuch a fovereign cure is by ? 
No ; (he can love, and I'll go try. 

Whatever my fete may be ; 
Which foon I'll read in her bright eyes. 
With thofe dear agents I'll advile. 
They tell the truw when tongues tell lies. 

The leaft believed by me. 

S0N<3. 



SONG. 

To the tune of, Galbwfigflt. 

H the fhepherd's moumful Htte* 
When doom'd to love» and doomed to langoiilif 
»r the icomftil fidron<^8 hate^ 
r dare difdoie his angniih* 
a0er.lo(^s, and dying fighs, 
f tecret ibnl difcover, 
t nature tremblin£ thipogh mine eyes, 
reals how much I love her ; 
mderglance, the redd'ning chetk, 
unread with ri£ng blufiies, 
^ttumd vaijofis ways they ^eak: 
Chonfand yarions wilhesw 

h ! that form fb heavenly fsagf 
ofc languid eyes fo fweetly fimling, 
artkfs bluihy and modeil air, 
fatally beguiling. .\ 

sverylooky and every grace, 
charm whene'er I viev^ thee ; 
leath overtake me in the chace^ 
11 will my hopes purfue thee, 
when my tedious hours are pafl^ 
this laft blefling given, v 

at thy feet to br^the my laft, 
id die in fight of heaven. 



To L. M. M. 

Tnne^ Rantin roaring Willie^ 

Mary ! thy graces and glances. 
Thy fmiles fo inchandngly gay, 
thoughts ib divinely harmonioos,, 
ar wit and good humour difplay • 

H 3 1ii\A 
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But fay not thou'lt imitate angeU 

Ought fairer, though fcarcely, ah me I 

Can be found equalizing thy merit, 
A match amougft mortals for thee. 

Thy many fair beauties Ihed fires 

May warm up ten thoufand to loy^. 
Who defpairlng, may fly to fome other, 

Wliile I may defpair, but nc*cr rove. 
What a mixture of fighing and joys " 

This diftant adoring of thee. 
Gives to a fond heart too afpiringy 

Who loves in fad filencc like me ? ' ' 



Thus looks the poor beggar on.^eafure, _ 

And fhipwreck'd, on landlcapes onlbiore': 
Be ftill more divine and have pity ; 

I die foon as hope is no more. . 
For, Mary, my foul is thy captive. 

Nor love, nor expefts to be free;. 
Thy beauties are fetters delightful, . • 

Thy flav'ry's a pleafure to me. 



This is no mine ain Houfe. 

THis is not mine ain houfe, 
1 ken by the rigging o't ; 
Since with my love I've changed vows, 

I dinna like the bigging o't. 
For now that Tm young RoSiVs bride. 
And miftiefs of his fire-ude. 
Mine ain houfe Til like to guide, 
And pkiife me v/ith the trigging o't. 

Then farewell to my father's licufe, 

I gang where love invites me ; 
7 he iiriftefl duty thU aWows, 

When love with toncux mt^U mt. 



''^ft*,^ 
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When Hymen moulds us into an6. 
My Robie^ nearer than my kki. 
And to refufe him were a fin, 
Sae lang's he kindly ti!eat» me. 

When I'm in mine ain houfe. 

True love ihall be at iand ay^ 
To make me ftill a prudent ipouie» 

And let my man command ayi 
Avoiding ilka caufe of ftrife> 
The common peft of married life^ 
That makes ane wearied of ids wife. 

And breaks the kindly bond ay. 



Fint a Crum of thee fhe faws. 

REtum hameward, my heart, again. 
And bide where thou was wont to be. 
Thou art a fool to fufFer pain 

For love of ane that loves pot thee. 
My heart, let be fic fantafie. 
Love only where thou hafir good cauie ; 

Since (corn and liking^ ne'er agree. 
The fint a crum of thee ihe faws. 

To what efFcft Ihould thou be thrall } 

Be happy in thine ain free-will. 
My heart, be never bejftial. 

But ken wha does thee good or ill : 

At hame with me then tarry itill, 
And fee wha can beil play their paws. 

And let the filly fling her fill, 
For fint a crum of thee flie faws. 

Though fhe be fair, I will not fenzie. 

She's of a kind with mony mae ; 
For why, they are a felon menzie 

That feemeth good, and are not iae. 

My 
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My heart, take neither fbut par wap • , > 

Wot Miff for Marjory f or Mau/e, 

But be thou blyth, and let her gae^ . ^-. .y 

For fint a cnun of thee ihe; faws. '< i 

Remember, how that Medea 

Wild for a fight of 7^« yicd. 
Remember, how young Cr^^Ei^ 

Left Treiltu for Diomede} 

Remember HeleMf as we read. 
Brought Trof from blifs unto bare wawtc 

Then let her gae where (he may (jpeed. 
For fint a crum of thee (he faws* 

Becaufe ihe faid I took it ill. 

For her depart my heart was fair. 
But was beeuil'd ; gae where ihe will, 

Befhrew uie heart that Brft takes care : 

But be thou meny late aAd air, K 

This is the final end and claufe. 

And let her feed and foully fair, '- 

For fint a crum of thee fhe fiws. 

Ne'er dunt again within my breaft. 

Ne'er let her fliefats thy courage ^ill. - 
Nor gie a fob, although me fneeft. 

She's faireft paid that gets her will. 

She geeks as gif'l mesm^d her iH, 
When Die elaicks paughty in her braws ; 

Now let her fnirt and fyke her fill. 
For fint a crum of thee fhe faws. Z. 



To Mrs E. C. . 

Tune^ Sae merty as nvi bavi been. 

•^TOW Phcehus advances on high, . 
J[^ Nae footfleps of winter are feen ; 
The birds carrol fwcct ija the (ky. 
And lambkins dance reds on^^t ^^tn.. 
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Through plantbgs, and harnics &c clear^ 

We wamler for pleafure and healtib. 
Where baddings and blofiQms appear. 

Giving proipeds of joy and wcaldu 

View ilka gay (cene all around. 

That are, and that prcmiie to be ; 
Yet in them a' naething is found 

SaeperfeA, MUza, as thee. 
Tl^ een the dear fbuntaiiis jexcel. 

Thy locks they outrival the>]:ove ; 
When zq>h3rrs thus pleafingly fwell, 

nk wave makes a captive to love. 

The rofes and lillies combined. 

And flowers of maift. delicate hue. 
By thy cheek and dearhreafts are outihin'd^ 

Their tin^ures are naething fae true. 
IVhat can we compare with &y voice. 

And what with thy humour fae fweet ? 
Nae mufic can blifs with fie joys ; 

Sure angels are juft fae complete. 

Pair bloflbm of ilka delight, 

Whofe beauties ten t}u)urand outfhine : 
Thy iweet ihall be lafting. and biight. 

Being mix'd with fae many divine^. 
Ye powers, who have given fie charms 

To EHzaf your image below, 
O fave her frae all human harms ! 

And make her hours happily flow. 



My Daddy forbad, my Minny forbad* 

^Hen I think on my lad, 



WHen I think on my Ia( 
I figh and am lad. 
For now he is far frae me. 



M/ 
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My d^ddy was harfh, ' . 

My minny was warfe. 
That gart him gac yont the fca. 

Without an eftate. 

That made him look blate : 
And yet a brave lad is he. 

Gin fafe he come hame. 

In fpite of my dame. 
He'll ever be welcome to mc, . - 

Love fpeers nae advice 

Of parents o'er wife, 
That have but ac bairn like me,. . 

That looks upon cafh». 

As naething but trafh/ 
That ihackles what mou'd be free 

And though my dear la4. 

Not ae penny had,. 
Since qualities better has he ; . 

Abeit Fm an heirefs,. 

I think it but fair is, . 
To love him, iince he loves me. ... .. ^ - .. 

Then, my dear yamlf^ 

To thy kind Jianiey 
Ha(!e, hade thee in o'er the fea. 

To her wha can find : . 

Nae eafe in her mind,. 
Without a biy th fight of thee. . 

Though my daddy forbad^. . 

And my mmny forbad, „ . 
Forbidden I will not be ; 

For fmce thou alone 

My favour haft won, 
Nane eUfc ihall e'er get it for me.. 

Yet them I'll not grieve. 
Or without their leave,. 
Qi'e xny hand as a wife to thee :. 
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Be content with a hegrt. 

That can never defert. 
Till they ceafe to oppoie or be. 

My parents may prove 

Yet friends to our love. 
When our firm refolves they fee ; 

Then I with'pleafure 

Will yield up my trcaiUre, 
And a' that lov£ orders to thee. 



Tune, Steer Ber upy and had her gawn^ 

O Steer her up, and had her gawn. 
Her jnither's at the mill, jo ; 
But gin (he winna tak >a man. 

E'en let her tak her will, jo. 
Pray thee, lad, leaye iilly thinking, 

Caft thy cares of love away ; 
Let's our forrows drown in drinking, 
'Tis dafiin langer to delay. 

^ee that fhining glafs of claret. 

How invitingly it looks ; ^ 
Take it afF, and let's hac mair o't. 

Pox on fighting, trade, and book*. 
Let's have pleafure while we're able, 

Kring us in the meikle bowl, 
Place't on the middle of the table. 

And let wind and weather gowl. 

Call the drawer, let him fill it 

Fou, as ever it can hold : 
O tak tent ye dinna ^ill it, 

'Tis mair precious far than gold. 
% you've drunk a dozen bumpers, 

Bacchus wilh begin to prove. 
Spite of Venus and her Mumpers^ 

Drinking better is than Icvc, • 
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Clout the Caldron. 

HAvcyouanypot3orpans, T 

Or any broken chandlers ? 
1 am a tinkler to my trade, iii- i4 a 

Atidnewly come frae Flanders, 1 / A 

As fcant of filler as of grace, "^ ^ .i 

Difbanded, we've a bad run ^ 
Gar tell the lady of the place, 

Fm come to clout her caldron. 
taadrii, didU^ didU^ &C. 



Jk- 









Madam, if you have wark for me, 

FU do't to your contentment. 
And dinna care a fingle file 

For any man'« reientment ; 
For, lady fair, though I appear 

To ev'ry ane a tinkler, "^ 

Yet to yourfell Fm bauld to tell, 

I am a gentk jinker. 
Fa adrte, didk, didUi kc. 

Love y«///w into a fwan, 

Tum'd for his lovely Leda ; 
He like a bull o'er meadows ran. 

To CMxry zS Eitropa. 
Then may not I, as well as he. 

To cheat your Arges blinker. 
And win your love, like mighty Jove, 

Thus hide me in a tinkler ? 
Fa adrie^ didliy didki &€• - - . ^ ,. 

Sir, ye appear a cunning maD) 

But this fine plot you'll fail ia. 
For there is neither pot nor pan 

Of mine youll dnve a nail in. 
Then bind your budget on your back. 

And nails up in your apron. 
For I've a tinkler under tack > 

That's us'd to dout tny caVJixoa. 
Paadrie^ didlt^ didlt^ &c* .«^ /' 
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The :^f i%txiViAN, .^ :\, 






[E malt-man cpmes^on Munafay^ 
He craves wonder fair. 
Dame, come gt e me my filler^ 
'•alt ye Jail n^jsr ^t.mair. ,^ . » > ^ 
lim info^;ihe pkittiy^ • ■ * ' 
gave him fome good cock-broG^ 
udhim uppn aj^ntree^.- .. ..■ 
oMer-wiVes ihould do. 

tnalt-men come for filler^ 
gangers with wands o'er fbon; 

tak them a' down to. the cellar^ 
ckar themr a^ Ijbiv^ done, 
ewith, when cunzie is icant}% 

keep them frae making din ; 
lack I leam'd frae an auld aiun^y 
fnackeft of a' my kin. 

alt- man is right cunning, 
I can be as flee, 

I may crack of iis ^^infiing, 
;n he clears fc res .with me : 
me when he likes, Tm ready ; 
if frae hame I be, 

n wait on our kind lady* 

II anfwer a bill for me. 



Bonny Bessy^ 

Tune, hjy^s tiaggies. 

5's beauties (hine fae bright> 
Vere her many virtues fewer, 
ad ever give delight, 
L in tran^ort make me view htr. 
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Bonny Bejfyy thee alanc 

Love I, naething elfe about thee ; 
With thy comelinels Fm tane. 

And langer cannot live without thee. 

BeJ[y*s bofom's faft and warm. 

Milk-white fingers ftill employed ; 
He who takes her to his arm. 

Of her fweets can ne'er be cloy'd. 
My dear BeJJ^y when the rofes 

Leave thy cheek, as thou grows aulder. 
Virtue, which thy mind cfifclofes. 

Will keep love frae growing caulder* 

BeJ/yh tocher is but fcanty. 

Yet her face and foul difcovers 
Thefe inchanting fweets in plenty 

Mud entice a thoufand lovers. 
'Tis not money, but a woman 

Of a temper kind and eafy, 
That gives happinefs uncommon. 

Petted things can nous;ht but teaze ye. 



' Omnia vincit Amor. 

A S I went forth to view the fpring, 
X\^ Which /'/©rtf had adorned 
5 raiment fair ; now every thing 

The rage of winter fcorned : 
I caft mine eye, and did efpy 

A youth, who made great clamor 5 
And drawing nigh, 1 Jieard him cry. 

Ah ! omnia ^vincit amor. 

Upon his bread he lay along. 

Hard by a murm'nng river, 
^nd mournfully his doleful fong 

W'ltiK ^ghs he did dcUvw ; 
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Ah ! Jeany*s face has comely gractfy 

Her locks that fhine like lammer. 
With burning rays have cut my days ; 

For omnia 'vincit amor. 

Her glancy een like comets fheeny 

The morning-fun outfliining. 
Have caught my heart in Cupid*s ntt. 

And make me die with pining. 
Durft I complain, nature's to blame, 

So curioufly to frame her, 
Whofe beauties rare make me with care 

Cry, Omnia 'vincit amor^ 

Ye cryflal ftreams that fwiftly glide,; 

Be partners of my mourning. 
Ye fragrant fields and meadows wide. 

Condemn her for her fcorning : 
Let every tree a witnefs be. 

How jultly I may blame her ; 
Ye chanting birds, note thefe my words. 

Ah 1 omnia njincit amor. 

Had (he been kind as fhe was fairy 

She long had been admired. 
And been adored for virtues rare, 

Wh*^ of life now makes me tired. 
Thus faid, his breath began to fail. 

He could not fpeak> but ilammer ; 
He figh'd full fore, and faid no more. 

But omnia 'vine it amor, 

"When I obierv'd him near to death, 

I run in hafte to fave him. 
But quickly herefign'd his breath, 

So deep the wound love gave him. 
Now for her fake this vow I'll make,. 

My tongue fhall ay defame lier, 
While on his herfe I'll write this verfe. 

Ah ! omnia 'vincit amor. 
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Straight I confider'd in my mind 

Upon the matter rightly. 
And found, though Cupid \ie be blind. 

He proves in pith moll mighty. 
For warlike Mars^ and thund'ring J^ovf^ 

And Vulcan with his hammer, 
Did ever prove the flaves of love, 
- For omnia *vincit amor. 

Hence we may fee th* effefts of love,. 

Which gods and men keep under. 
That nothmg can his bonds remove,. 

Or torments break afunder : 
Nor wife, nor fool, need go to fchooU. 

To learn this from his grammar ; 
His heart's the book, where he's to look. 

For omnia njincit amor. ^^ 



The auld Wife beyont the Fire,. 
I. 

THere was a wife won'd in a glen,. 
And file had dochters nine or ten,. 
That iought the houfe baith but and bcn> 
To find their mam a fnifhing. 
The auld n/jife beyont the fire ^ 
The auld lutfe aniefi the fire ^ 
The auld -'wife aboon the fire ^ 
She died for lack of fnifljing, 

II. 

Her mill into fome hole had fawn, 
Whatrecks, quoth fhe, let it be gawn. 
For I maun hae a young goodman 
Shall furnjfh me with fnifhing. 
The auld ^-wifey &€.. 

Her 
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Her eldeft dochter faid right bauld, 
Fy, mother, mind that now ye'rc auU,. 
And if ye with a ycunker wald. 

He'll wafle away your fnifhing. 
The auUnjuifey &c. 

IV. 

The youngeft dochter ga'e a fhouf,* 
O mother dear ! your teeth's a' out, 
Befides ha't blind, you have the gout. 

Your mill can had nae fniihing. 
The auld ivifey &c. 

y. 

Ye lied, ye limmers, cries auld mumpy^ 
For I hae baith a tooth and dump. 
And will nae langer live in dump,< 

By wanting of my fniihing. 
The auld njoife^ &c. 

vr. 

Thole ye, fays Fegy that pauky flul^? 
Mother, if you can crack a nut. 
Then we will a' confent to it. 

That you fhall have a fniihing. 
The auld ^wifey Sec, 

YIL 

The auld ane did agree to thai$, 
And they a piflol- bullet gat ; 
She powerfully began to crack, ' 

To win herlell a faifhing. 
The auld 'wife^ &0. 

yote, Snijhingy in its literal meaning.^ is fituff made of^ 
tobacco 'y but, in this fong, it means fometimes con- ^ 
tenimenty a hujiand, love, money, &c. 

13., Bxaw' 
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VIII. 
Braw fport it was to fee her chow^t. 
And 'tween her gums fae fqueez and row*t„ 
While frae her jaws the flaver flow'd. 
And ay (he curs'd poer ftumgy.. 
The auld^wife^ &c. 

IX. 

At laft (he gae a defperate fqueez. 
Which brak the. lang tooth by the neez^. 
And fyne poor ftumpy was at eafe. 

But (he tint hopes of fnifhing. 
%be auld nx)tfe^ &c. 

x:. - '••^i::-.:; 

She of the taflc began to tire,. 
And frae her dochters did retire,- 
Syne lean'd her down ayont the fire>. ' 

And died for lack of fnifliing.. 
Tb$ auld'-wife^ &c. 

xr. 

Ye auld. wives, notice well this truthV, 
AHbon as ye're paft mark of mouth, 
Ne'er do what's only, fit-for youth. 
And leave afF thoughts of i«i(hin*g ; • 
Elfe^ like this ^wife beyont the fir e<, 
Ye^r bairns againft you nuill confpire ; , 
Nor ivillye gety unle/sye hire, 
ji young man nvith'your fnijhing. 



ril never love tHee more. 

MY dear and only love, I pray, . 
That little world of thee, 
Bit governed by no other fway, . 
But purefl nnonarchy : 
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or if confufionhave a part, 

Which virtaous fouls abhor^ 
11 call a fynod in my heart. 

And never love thee. more. 

.s Alexander I will reign. 

And I will reign alone, 
ly thoughts did evermore difdain^. 

A rival on my throne, 
le either fears his fate top much,. 

Or his deferts are fmall, 
Vho dares not put it to the touch,. 

To gain or lofe it all;. 

5ut r will reign, and govern flill. 

And always give the law, 
^nd have each fubjed at my will,. 

And all to (land in aw : 
5a t 'gainft my batt'ries if I find: 

Thou ftorm or vex me fore,. 
Is if thou fetmeas a blind, 

ru never love thee more. 

\nd in the empire of thy heart,. 

Where I (hould folely be, 
f others do pretend a part. 

Or dares to fhare with me : 
Dr committees if thou erefl. 

Or go on fuch a fcore, 
['11 fmiling mock at thy negledl. 

And never love thee more. 

But if no faithlefs afiion flain- 

Thy love and conftant word, 
ril make thee famous by my pen, 

And glorious by my fword. 
I'll ferve thee in fuch noble ways. 

As ne'er was known before ; 
ru deck, and crown thy head with bays; 

And love thee more and more* 
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The Blackbird. 

♦ 

UPon a fair morning for foft recreation, 
I heard a fair lady was making her moan^ 
With fighing and fobbing, and fad lamentation^ 
Saying, My blackbird moft royal is flown*^ 
My thoughts they deceive me, 
Rcfledlions do grieye me, 
And I am o'erburden'd with fad mifery ; 
Yet, if death fhould blind me. 
As true love inclines me. 
My blackbird I'll feck out, where-ever he be.> 

Once into fair England my blackbird di6. flourifii,. 
He was the chief flower that in it did fpriag ;. 
Prime ladies of honour Mn perfon did nourifh, 
Becaufe he was the true fon of a king : 

But fmce that falie fortune. 

Which llill is uncertain. 
Has cattfed this parting between him and mc^ 

His name I'll advance 

In Spain and in F ranee j 
And feek out my blackbird, where-eyer he be.. 

'The birds of the foreft all met together, 

The turtle has chofen to dwell with the dove ;;, 
And I am rcfolv'd in foul or fair wcatJier, 
Once in tlie fpring to feek out my love. 

He's all my heart's trcafure. 

My joy and my pleafure; 
And jufrly (my love) my heart follows thee,^ 

Who art conllant and kind. 

And courageous of mind, 
All blifs on my blackbird, where-ever he be. 

In England my blackbird and 1 were together. 
Where he was lUll noble and gen'rous ( f heart f. 

Ah ! wo to the time that firll Lc went thither, 
-AJas !. he was forc'd from thence to depart. 
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In Scotland he's deem'd, 

And highly efleem'd. 
In England he feemeth a ftrangcr to be ; 

Yet his fame Hiall remain. 

In France and in Spain ; 
All blifs to my blackhtrdy where-ever he bc» 

What if the fowler my hlfickhird has takcn^^ 

Then fighing and fobbing will be all my tune %, 
But if he is fafe, I'll not be forfaken, 

And hope yet to fee him in May or in Junt^ 

For him through the fire. 

Through mud and through mire^ 
I'll go ; for I love him to fuch a degree^ 

Who is conftant and kind. 

And noble of mind, 
Deferving all bleiSings, where-ever he be. 

It is not the ocean can fright me witirtanger. 

Nor though, like a pilgrim, I wander forlorn, 
I may meet with friendfhip of one is a ftranger> 
More than of one that in Britain is bonu 

I pray heaven fo fpacious. 

To Britain be gr«cious, 
Tho' fome there be odious to both him and me. 

Yet joy and renown. 

And laurels (hall crown 
My blackbird with honour, wher* ever he be. 



Tak your auld cloak about yoii» 

IN winter when the rain rain'd cauld. 
And froft and fnaw on ilka hill. 
And Bore as J with his blalls fae bald. 
Was threatening a' our ky to kill : 
Then BelU my wife, wha loves na ftrife. 

She faid to me right haftily. 
Get up, goodman, fave Cromys life, 
Ajoa tak your auld cloak about ye. 



\^l 
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My Crcmig is an ufeful cow. 

And (he is come of a good kine ; 
Ah has fhe wet the bairns mou, 

And I am laith that (he (hou'd tyne ; 
Get up, goodman, it is fou time. 

The fun (hines in the lift fac hie ; 
Slodi never made a gracious end. 

Go tak your auld cloak about ye. 

My cloak was anes a good grty cloak. 

When it was (itting for my wear ; 
But now it's fcantly worth a groat. 

For I have worn't this thirty year ; 
Let's fpend the gear that we have won. 

We little ken the- day we'll die r 
Then I'll be proud, (ince I have fwora 

To have a new cloak about me. 

In days when our king Robert rangi 

His trews they coft but ha'f a crown-; 
He faid, they were a groat o'er dear. 

And called the taylor thief and loun. 
He was the king that wore a crown. 

And thou'rt a man of laigh degree^ 
*Tis pride puts a' the country down, 

Sae tak thy auld cloak about thee* 

Every land has its ain laugh. 

Ilk kind of corn it has its hool ; 
I think the warfd is a' run wrang, 

When ilka wife her man wad rule. 
Do ye not (ee Rob^ Jock^ and Hab^ 

As they are girded gallantly. 
While I fit hurklen in the afe ? 

I'll have a new cloak about me^ 

Goodman, I wat 'tis thirty years 
Since we did ane anither ken ;. 

And we have had between us twa, 
Qf lads and bonny la(res ten ; 
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/ they are women grown and men, 
wifh and pray well may they be ; 
if you prove a good huiband, 
'en tak your auM cloak about ye. 

, my wife, fhe loves na fbife ; 

ut ftie wad guide me, if Ihe can, 

. to maintain an eafy life, 

aft maun yield, though I'm goodman : 

ght's to be won at woman's hand, 

nlefs ye give her a' the plea ; 

n I'll leave afF where I began, 

nd tak my auld cloak about me. 



The Quadruple Alliance, 

Tune, Jochy hlyth and gay ^ 

Wifti Sandyy Toung, and Gay^ 
Are ftill my heart's delight, 
ig their fangs by day. 
And read their tales at night. 
If frae their books I be, 
'Tis dulnefs then with me ; 
But when thefe ftars appear, 
Joltes, fmile^ and wit (hine cleatt 

ift with uncommon ftile. 

And wit that flows with eafe 
s-uds us with a fmile. 
And never fails to pleaie. 
- Bright Sandy gladly iings 
Of heroes, gods, and kings : 
He well dcierves the bays. 
And every Briton* s praife, 

^ While 
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While thus our Homer fhines x 

Toungf with Horatiau flanje, 
Correfts thefe falfe defigns 
We pu(h in love of fame. 
Blyth Gay in pawky ftrains. 
Makes villains, clowns, and fwaiiu 
Reprove, with biting leer, 
Thofe in a higher (^cre. 

Stvifty Sandy, Toung, and Gay, 

Long may you give delight ; 
Let all the dunces bray. 

You're far above their fpite : 
Such, frcm a malice four. 
Write nonfenfe, lame and poor. 
Which never can fucceed. 
For who the traih will read? 



Tb€ tndof th9 First Volumb. 
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She Jung ^^ the youth attention gave^ 

And charms on charms efpies : 
Then all in raptures falls etjla^ve^ 

Both to her voice and eyes, 
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VOLUME II. 

To Clarinda. 
A SONG. 

To the tune of, / nvijh my lo*ve ivere in a mirs* 

BLe/s*d as th^ immortal gods is he 9 
The youth m)ho fondly Jits by thee. 
And hears and fees thee all the ^hile 
^fih fpeakf and fweetly fmile, &c. 
fpoke and fmil'd the eallern maid:; 
'ike thine, feraphic were her charms, 
^hat in Circafa's vineyards ftrayM, 
md blefs'd the "wifeft monarch's arms. 

A thoufand fair of high defert, 
rave to enchant the amorous king ; 
It the Circafian gain'd his heart, 
^d taught "Ch^ royal hard to fing. 
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Clartnda thus our fang infpires. 
And claims the fmooth and higheft lays. 
But while each charm our bofom fires. 
Words feems too few to found her prsdfe. 

Her mind in ev'ry grace complete. 
To paint furpafles human (kill ; 
Her majefty, mix'd with the fweet, 
Let feraphs fing her if they will. 
Whilft wond'ring with a ravifh'd eye. 
We all that's perfeft in her view, 
Viewing a fifler of the flcy. 
To whom an adoration's due. 



SONG. 

To the tune of, Lochaler no more* 

F Are well to Lochaler, and farewell myjeanf 
Where heartfome with thee I've mony day beea$ 
For Lochaher no more, Lochaber no more. 
We'll may be return to Lochaber no more, 
Thefe tears that I (hed, they are a' for my dear. 
And no for the dangers attending on weir. 
Though bore on rough feas to a far bloody fhore^ 
JMay be to return to Lochaber no more. 

Tl^ough hurricanes rife, .and rife ev'ry wind^ 
They'll ne'er make a tempeft like that in my mind. 
Though loudell of thunder on louder waves roar, ■ 
That's nacthing like leaving my love on the fhore. 
To leave thee behind me, my heart is fair pain'd, 
By cafe that's inglorious, jio fame can.be gain'di. 
And beauty and love's the reward of the brave. 
And I mufl deferve it before I can crave. 

Then glcry, my Jeajty, mnun plead my excufe. 
Since honour commands me, how can I refufe ? 
Without it I ne'er can have merit for thce^ 
And wittout thy fELvoxir VdbcUei tiox>a^ 
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I gae then, my lafs, to win honcur and i&me. 
And if I ihould luck to come glbrioafly hame, 
I'll bring a heart to thee with love rannixig o'er. 
And then I'll leave thiee and Lochabtr no more. 



The auld Goodman. 

LAte in an evening forth I went, 
A little before the fun,ga'd down^ 
And there I chanc'd by accident. 

To light on a battle new begun. 
A man and his wife was fa'n in a ftrife, 
I canna well tell you how it began ; 
Bat ay (he wail'd her wretched life. 
And cry'd everi Alake, my auld goodinan. 

H E. 
Thy auld goodman that thou tells of. 

The country kens where he was born. 
Was but a filly poorva^bond, 

And ilka ane lengh him to (com ; 
Tor he did fpend, and make an end 

Of gear that his forefathers wan. 
He gart the poor Hand frae the door, 

Sae tell nae mair of thy auld goodman, 

SHE. 
My heart, alake, is liken to break. 

When 1 think on my winfome "John^ 
His blipkin eye, and gate fae free, 

Was naething like thee, thou dofen'd drone. 
His rofie face, and fiaxen hair. 

And a fkin as white as ony fwan^ 
Was large and tall, and comely withal. 

And Siou'lt never be like my auld goodman. 

K 2 HE. 



112 A COLLECTION 

HE. 

Why doft thou pleen ? 1 thee maintain. 

For meal and mawt thou difna want ; 
But thy wild bees I canna pleafe. 

Now when our gear 'gins to grow fcant. 
Of houfehold fluff thou haft enough. 

Thou wants for neither pot nor pan ; 
Of fiklike ware he left thee bare, 

Sae tell nac mair of thy auld goodman. 

SHE. 

Yes, I may tell, and fret myfell. 

To think on thefe blyth days 1 had. 
When he and I together lay 

In arms into a well-made bed; 
But now 1 figh and may be fad. 

Thy courage is cauld, thy colour wan. 
Thou falds thy feet, and fa's afleep. 

And thou'lt ne'er be like my auld goodman. 

Then coming w as the night fae dark. 

And gane was a' the light o' day ; 
The carl was fear'd to mifs his mark. 

And therefore wad nae langer day ; 
Then up he gat, and he ran his way, 

I trow the wife the day fhe wan. 
And ay the o'erword of tJie fray 

Was ever, Alake^ my auld goodman. Z. 



SONG. 

To the tune of, Valiant Jocky. 
On a beautifuly hut 'very young Lady. 

BEauty from fancy takes its arms, 
And ev'ry common face fome breaft may move. 
Some in a look, a fhape, or air find charms. 
To juftify their choice, or boaft their love. 

But 
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But had the great ApelUs feen that &ce. 
When he the Cyprian goddefs drew. 
He had negleded all the female race. 

Thrown his firft Fenus by, and copied you. 
In that deiign. 
Great nature would combine 
To jEx the flandard of her facred coin ; 
The charming figure had enhanced his fame. 
And ihrines been rais'd to Seraphim^ ^ name* 

11. 
But fince no painter e*er could take 

That face which baffles all his curious art ; 
And he that ftrives the bold attempt to make. 

As well might paint the fecrets of the heart $ 
O happy glais. Til thee prefer. 

Content to be, like thee, inanimate. 
Since only to be gaz'd on thus by her, 
A better life and motion would create*. 
Her eyes would inipire. 
And like Prometheus^ fire,. 
At once inform the piece and give defire. 
The charming phantom I would graip, and fly 
A O'er all the orb, though in that moment die, 

ra. 

Let meaner beauties fear the day, 

Whofe charms are fading, and fubmit to time; 
The. graces which from them it fleals away. 

It with a lavifh hand ftill adds to thine. 
The god of love in ambufh lies. 

And with his arms furrounds the fair. 
He points his conquering arrows in thefe eyes. 
Then hangs a fharpen'd dart at every hair. 
As with fatal Ikill, 
Turn which way you will. 
Like Eden*h flaming fword each way you kill ; 
So rip'ning years improve rich nature's ftore. 
And gives perfection to the golden ore, P. 
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Lafs with a Lump of Land. 

GI'E me a lafs with a lump of land. 
And we for life ftiall gang the gither. 
Though daft or wife, I'll never demaBd, 

Or black or fair, it makfna whether. 
I'm afF with wit, and beauty will fade. 

And bloom alane is na worth a fhilling ; 
But (he that's rich, her market's made. 
For ilka charm about her is killing. 

Gi'c me a lafs with a lump of land. 

And in my bofom Fll hug my treafuTC ; 
Gin I had ancs her gear in my hand. 

Should lore turn donvf, it will find jficstart. 
Laugh en wha likes, but there's my hand» 

I hate with poortith, though bonny, toineddle> 
Unlefs they bring cafh, or a lump of land, 

They'fe never get me to dance to thdr fiddle. 

There's meijcle good love in bands and bags. 

And filler and gowd's a fweet complexion ; 
But beauty, and wit, and virtue in rags. 

Have tint the art of gaining afFeftion : 
Love tips his arrows with ^oods and parks. 

And cailles, and riggs, and muirs, and meadows. 
And naithing can catch our modern fparks, 

But well-tocher'd laffes, or jointur'd widows. 



The Shepherd Adonis, 
I. 

THE fhepherd Monis 
Being weary'd with fport. 
He, for a retirement. 

To the woods did refbrt. 
^c threw by his club. 

And he laid himfelf down ', 
■e envy'd no monarch, 
Nox wiih*d for a crowu. 



"^i 
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He drank of the burn. 

And ke ate frae the tree« 
Himfelf he enjo/d. 

And frae trouble was free- 
He wiih'd for no nymph. 

Though never fae fair. 
Had nae love nor ambition. 

And therefore no care. 

iir. 

But as he lay thus 

In an ev'ning fae clear, ^ 

A heav'nly fweet voice 

Sounded faft in his ear ; 
Which came frae a fhady 

Green neighbouring grove. 
Where bonny Amynta 

Sat finging of love. 

IV. 

He wander'd that way, 

And found wha was there. 
He was quite confounded 

To fee her fae fair : 
He ftood like a flatue, 

Not a foot cou'd he more, 
Kor knew he what griev'd him ; 

But he fear'd it was love. 

V. 

The nymph fhe beheld him 

With a kind modeft grace. 
Seeing fomething that pleas'd her 

Appear in his face, 
With bluihing a little 

She to him did fay, 
Oh fhepherd ! what want ye. 

How came you this way ? 
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VI. 

His fpirits reviving, ; 

He to her reply'd, 
I was ne'er fae furpris'd 

At the fight of a mfid. 
Until I beheld tliee j 

From love I was free j 
But now Pm ta'en captiVCy 

My faireft, by thee. 

The Complaint. 
To B. I. G. 

To the tune of. When abfenty &c* 

WHen abfent from the nymph. I love,. 
I'd fain ihake off the chains I wear % 
But whilll I flrive thefe to remove, 
More fetters I'm oblig'd to bear. 
My captiv'd fancy day and night 

Fairer and fairer reprefents 
Belinda form'd for dear delight. 
But cruel caufe of my complaints. 

All day I wander through the groves. 

And fighing hear from ev'ry tree 
The happy birds chirping their loves, 

Happy, compar'd with lonely me. 
When gentle fleep with balmy wings 

To reft fans ev'ry weary'd v/igh% 
A thoufand fears my fancy brings. 

That keep me watching all the night. 

Sleep flies, while like the goddefs fair. 

And all the graces in her train, 
With melting fmjles and killing air 
Appears the caufe of all my pain. 
A vJhilt my mind delighted flies 

O'er all her fweets wu\v tYvirMii^'^oy, 

Whiia want of worth makes do\xbu axvfe> 

TAat all my trembling liopes d^&xo^. 
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Thus while my thoughts arc fix'd on her, 

I'm all o'er tranfport and defire ; 
My pulfe beats high, my ^heek appears 

All rofes, and mine eyes all fire. 
When to myfelf I turn my view. 

My veins grow chill, my cheeks look wan : 
Thus whilft my fears my pains renew, 

I fcarccly look or move a man. 



The young Lafs contra auld Man, 

^r^HE carl he came o'er the croft> 

J[ And his beard new fhav'n. 
He look'd at me, as he'd been daft. 

The carl trows that I wad hae him. 
Howt awa, I winna hae him I 

Na, forfboth, I winna hae him ! 
For a' his beard new Hiav'n, 

Ne'er a bft will I hae him,^ 

A filler broach he gae me nieft. 

To fallen on jny curchea nookcd, 
I wor'd a wee upon my breaft. 

But fbon, alake ! the tongue o't crooked ; 
And fae may his, I winna hae him, 

Na, forfooth, I winna hae him, 
Ane twice a bairn's a lafs's.jeft ; ^ 

Sae ony fool for me may hae him. 

Th carle has na fault but ane ; 

For he has land and dollars plenty ; 
But wae's me for him ! (kin and bane 

Is no for a plump lafs of twenty. 
Howt awa, I winna hae him, 

Na, forfooth, I winna hae him, 
•^hat fignifies his dirty riggs. 

And caib, without a man with them.. 

But 
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But fhouM my cankard dady gar 

Me tak him 'gainU my inclination^ 
I warn the fumbler to beware, 

That antlers dinna claim their ftatlon.. 
Howt awa, I winna hae him ! 

Na, forfooth, I winna hae him ! 
I'm fiee'd to crack the haly band, 

Sae lawty fays, I (hoo'd na hae him. 

Virtue and Wit, 

The Prefervatives of Love and Beauty.. 

To the tiine of, KilUkranky. 

He. 

COnfefs thy love, fair blulhing maid. 
For fincc thine eye's confenttng. 
Thy fafter thoughts are a' beftray'd. 

And na-fays no worth tenting. 
Why aims thou to oppofe thy mindi. 

With words thy wifh denying ? 
Since nature made thee to be kmd^, 
Reafon allows complying. 

Nature and reafon's joint con fen t 

Make love a facr<jd bleffing, 
Then happily that time is fpcnt. 

That's war'd on kind carefSng. . 
Come then, my Katie ^ to my arms, 

I'll be nae mair a rover ; 
But find out heav'n in a' thy charms. 

And prove a faithful lover. 

She. 
What you deiign, by nature's law,. 

Is fleeting inclination. 
That Willy-Wifp bewilds us a' 

By its infatuation. 
When that goes out, carcfles tire. 

And love's na mair in feafon, 
5vne ivcakly we blow up tVvc flie>< 

With all our boaHed reafo"?.. 
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H E. 

beauties of inferior caft 

ay ftart this juft reflcfliOn ; 

:harms, like thine, maun always lafi^ 

'here wit has the proteftion. 

ae and wit, like JprilrzySf. 

ake beauty rife the fweeter ; 

langer then on thee I gaze, 

[y love will grow completer. 

SONG. 

To the tune of, Th hapfy Cloivn* 

* was the chariping month ofMayj 
When all the |low*rs were frefli and gay, 

morning by the break of day. 

Sweet CJbloe, chafte and fair, 

n peaceful fl umber Ihe aro(e, 
t on her mantle and her hofe, 
I o'er the flow'ry mead (he goes. 
To breathe a purer air. 

' looks fo fweet, fo gay her mien, 

• handfome fhape, and drefs fo clean, 
look'd all o'er like beauty's queen, 

Dreft in her befl array. 

e gentle winds, and -purling flream, 
ay'd to whifper Chloe^s name, 
e favage beads, till then ne'er tame. 
Wild adoration pay. 

le feather'd people, one might fee, 
fch'd all around her en a tree, 
ith notes of fweeteft melody 

They a6l a chearful part, ^ 

^edull flaves on the toilibme plow, 
leir wearied necks and knees do bow, 
^lad fuhjeAion there they vow, 

To pay with all th<.ir heart. 



T:Vft 



ito A COLLECTION 

The bleating flocks that then came by. 
Soon as the charming nymph they fpy, . 
They leave their hoarfe and rueful cry. 

And dance around the brooks. 

The woods are glad, the meadows fmile, 
A«d Forth that ^m'd and roar'd ere while. 
Glides calmly down and fmooth as oil, 

Through all its charming crooks. 

The finny fquadrons are content 
To leave their wat'ry -element. 
In glazie numbers down they bent. 
They flutter all along. 

The infeds, and each creeping thing, 
Join'd to make up the rural ring ; 
AH frifk and dance, if fhe but hng. 

And make a jovial throng. 

Kind Phaehus now began to rife. 
And paint with red the eaftern Ikies, 
Struck with the glory of her eyes, 

He fhrinks behind a cloud. 

Her mantle on a bow fhe lays, 
And all her glory Ihe difplays, 
She left all nature in amaze. 

And Ikipp'd into the wood. 



Lady Anne Bothwell's Lament. 

BAlow, my boy, lie ftill and fleep. 
It grieves me fore to hear thee weep : 
If thou'lt be filent. Til be glad. 
Thy mourning makes my heart full fad^. 
Balow, my boy, thy mother's joy. 
Thy father bred me great annoy. 
BaloiVy my boy^ lie Jiill andfieefy 
Itgrie'V€5 me for ^ to hear tbeeiwcej^ 



ta^';*^ 



:^t CHOICE SOlJGS. i2t 

ISaloWy my darling, fleep a while. 
And when thou wak'ft, then fweetly fmile.; 
But fmile not as thy father did. 
To cozen maids, nay God forbid ; 
♦For in thine eye his look.l fee. 
The tempting look that ruin'-d me. 
Balonuy my boyy &c. 

When he began to court my love, 
And with his fugar'd words to move, ' 
His tempting face, and flatt'ring ckear<y 
In time to me did not appear ; 
But now 1 fee that cruel he 
Cares neither for his babe nor me. 
BaloiVy my boy y &c. 

Farewell, farewell, thou falfeft. youth. 
That ever kifs*d a woman's mouth. 
Let never any after m€ 
Submit unto thy courtefy : 
For, if they do, O ! cruel thou 
Wilt her abufe, and care not how. 
Balo'Wy my hoy, &c. 

I was too cred'lous at the firjft. 
To yield thee all a maiden durfl. 
Thou fwore for ever true to prove. 
Thy faith unchang-d, unchang'd thy love ^ 
But quick as thought the changie is wrought. 
Thy love's no more, thy promife nought. 
Balo'uu^ my boy^ &C. 

i wiih f were a maid again, 
:^it)m young mens flattery I'd refrain, 
'*'or ^ow unto my grief I find, 
^hey all are perjur'd and unkind f 
.^ewitching charms bred all my harms, 
^itnefs my babe lies in my arms. 
BaloiAtf my boy, &c. 

^take my fate from bad to worfe, 
^hat I muft needs be now a nurfe. 

Vox.. Ih • L KA 
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And lull my young fon on my lap, 
Frcm mc, fweet orphan, take the pap. 
Balow, my child, thy mother mild 
Shall wail as from all blifs exil'd. 
Bah'Wjf my boy, &C. 

Balow, my boy, weep not for me, 
Whofe greateft griePs for wronging thee* 
Nor pity her deferv^ed fmart. 
Who can blame jnone but her fond jheart ^ 
For too foon trufting lateft finds. 
With faireft tongues are falfeft minds. 
BaloiVf my hoy, &c^ 

Palow, my boy, thy father's fled, 
V/hen he the thrifllefs fon has play'd. 
Of vows and oaths, forgetful he 
prefer r'd the wars to thee and me. 
But now, perhaps, thy curfe and mine 
Make him eat acorns wijth the fwine, 
Balo^Wy my Boy, &c. 

But curfe not him ; perhaps now he, 
Stung with remorfe, is bleffing thee ; 
Perhaps at death ; for who can tell 
Whether the judge of heaven or hell. 
By fome prQud foe has ftruck the blow. 
And laid the dear deceiver low. 
Balc'-w, my boy. Sec, 

I wifli I were into the bounds 
Where he lies fmother'd in liis wounds, 
Repeating, as he pants for air, 
My name, whom once he call*d his fair. 
No woman's yet fo fiercely fet, 
But flie'll forgive, though not forget. 
Balouu, my boy, &c. 

Jf linen lacks, for my love's fake. 
Then quickly to him would I make 
/l^y fmock once for his body meet, 
jApd wrnvi him ia that v«'lud\.tv^-^tt^L, 
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Ah me ! how happy had I been, 
if he had ne'er been wrapt therein,- 
Balo'Wj my boy^ &c. 

Balow, ray bov, I'll weep for thee ; 

Too foon, alafce, thou'lt weep for me : 

Thy griefs are growing to a fum, 

God grant thee patience when they come ; 

Sbrn to fuftain thy mbther*s Ihame, 

A haplefs fate, a baflard's name. 

Baie^ziti my boy^ litftill andjlnp^ 

It grieves me fore to bear thee weejj^ Xr 



SONG. 

She raife and loot me in. 

THE night her filent fable wore. 
And gloomy were' the fkies ; 
Of 'glitt'ring flars appeared no more 
• Than thofe in Neliy*s eyes. 
When at her father's yate I knock'd^ 

Where I had often been, 
Shcy ihrouded only with her finock, 
Arofe and loot me in. 

Fall lock'd within her clofe embrace. 

She trembling flood afham'd ; 
Her fwelling bread, and glowing face^ 

And ev'ry touch inflamed. 
My eager pafiion I obey'd, 

Refolv'd the fort to win ; 
And her fond heart was foon betray 'd 

To yield and let me in. 

Then, then, beyond exprefllng, 

Tranfporting was the joy ; 
J knew no greater blefling, 

Sohhik'd a man was J. 
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And Ihe, all ravifh'd with delight. 

Bid me oft come again ; 
-4ind kin Jly vow'd, that ev'ry night 
She'd rife and- let me in. 

But vix ! at laft (he provM with bairn,. 

And fighing fat and dull, 
And 1 that was as much concem'di 

Look'd e'en juft like a fool. 
Her lovely eyes with tears ran o'er. 

Repenting her raih £n : 
She figh d, and curs'd the fatal hoU5, 

That e*er fhe loot me in. 

But who cou'd cruelly deceive, 

Or from fuch beauty part ? 
I lov'd her fo, I could not leave 

The charmer of my heart ; 
But wedded, and conceal'd our crime : 

Thus all was well again. 
And now Ihe thanks the happy time 

That e*er fhe loot pie in. 55i. 



s o N G. 

If lovers a fvjeet fajjtom 

IF love's a fweet paifion, why does it torment ? 
If a bitter, O tell me whence comes my complaint ?• 
Since I fuffer with pleafure, why fhould I complain^ 
Or grieve at my fate, iince I know 'tis in vain ? 
Yet fo pleafing the pain is, fo foft is the dart. 
That at once it both wounds me, and tickles my heart. 

I grafp her hands gently, look languifhing down. 
And, by paflionate filence, I make my love known- 
But oh ! how I'm blefs'd when fo kind fhe does prove. 
By fome willing miflake to difcover her love. 
When in ftriving to hide, fhe reveals all her flame. 
And oar eyes tell each othex what ^either dare name. 

r -J 
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fibw pleafing is beauty ? how fwcct are the charms ? 
How delightful embraces ? how peaceful her arms f 
Sure there is nothing fo cafjr as learning to love ; ' 
'Tis taught us on earth, and by all things above : 
And to beauty's bright ftandarc) all heroes muft yield. 
For 'tis beauty that conquers, and wins the ^r field. - 

X.- 



John Ochiltree.' 

HOneft man, Joht Ocbtbree.'y 
Mine ain auld John Ckhiltree, 
Wilt thou come o'er the moor to me. 

And dance as thou was wont to do.- 
jiiakey alakey I -wont to do ! 

Ohotty ohon I I ivont to dp ! 
Noiv lAfont to do's anvayfrae mey 

Frat filly auld John Ochiltree. 
Honeft man, John Ochiltree ; 

Mine ain auld John Ochiltree : 
Come anes out o'er the moor to me,- 

And do but what thou dow to do. • 
Alakey alake / / do^w to do ! 

Wala^ways ! I dow to do ! 
To ijuhojl andhirple o'er my iree^ 

My bonny moor-po^ivt, is a' I may do> - 

Walaways ! John Ochiltree^ 

For mony a time I tell'd to thee. 
Thou rade fae faft by fea and land % 

And wad na keep a bridle-hand ; 
Thou'd tine the beaft, thy fell wad die,.* 

My filly auld John Ochiltree. 
Come to my armsy my honny things 

''Ar.dchear me up to hear theefing ; • 
jind tell me o'er a' nue hae done. 

For thoughts maun noiv my life fujlain, 

I- 3 G^^" 



fittbo'xtb«e;itodotoii. 

J I'll do as I *'" 

T:o the tune ot. J 

The a«U «=^°''-*- 

" Tor foa^r^ ^^ol, to mount the 
To thok tl^-e f "^ ; annk o't ; 

'-^^J^'^f ^a poor £?f ^ f :;: fSWv.. 
Withhf°f^^dra\sbingmg. 



"^H the v.o^d's sane tbyo 
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Now Tom maun face the minifter. 

And fhe maun mount the pillar : 
And that's the way that they maun gac» 

Foi poor folk has nae filler. 

Now had ye'r tongue, my daughter young,. 

Replied the kindly mither. 
Get Johny's hand in haly band. 

Syne wap your wealth togiiher. 
I'm o' the mind, if he be kind>. 

Ye'll do your part difcreetly ; 
And prove a wife will gar his life 

And barrel run right fweetly. 



SONG. 

To the tune of, Wat ye nfjha I tnet yejfretny 8iC,. 

OF all the birds whofe tuneful throats 
Do welcome in the verdant ipring, 
I far prefer the Siirlingh notes,. 
And diink fhe ioes moft i'weetly fing. 
Nor thrulh, nor linnet, nor the bird 
Brought from the far Canary coail,. 
Nor can the nightingale aiford. 
Such melody as fhe can boaft- 

When Fhcebus fouthward darts his fires,, 
And on our plains he looks afcance. 
The nightingale with him retires. 
My Stirling makes nw blood to dance^ 
In fpite oi Hyems* nipping froft. 
Whether the day be dark or clear. 
Shall I not to her health cntoalt. 
Who makes it (ummcr all the year I 

Then by thyfclf, my lovely bird, 
1*11 (Iroke thy back, and kifs thy brcaft j . 
And liyou'W take my honell word, 
ds facrcd as before the prieft. 
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ril bring thee where T will devife • 

Such various ways to pleafure thee,- 

The velvet fog thou wilt defpiie. 

When on the dofwny hills nvith me^ T. RL. 



SON G.. 

To its own tune^ 

IN 'January Idift, 
On MunancTay at morn,, 
As^ through the fields I paft,. 

To view the winter-corn, . 

I looked me behind. 

And faw come o'er the know, . 
And glancing in her apron. 
With a bonny brent brow. 

Ifaid, Good -morrow/ fair maid;- 

And fhe right courteoufly 
Returned a beck, and kindly faid,^ 

Gcod'da^iy fn.veet Sir, to you* 
I fpear'd, my dear, how far awa 

Do ye intend to gae ? * 

Quoth ilie, I mean, a mile or twa 

Out o'er yon broom y brae. 

H E. 

Pair maid, I'm thank fu' to my fate, . 

To have fic company ; 
For Pm ganging ftraight that gate, - 

Where ye intend to be. 
When we had gane a mile or twain, 

I faid to her, My dow. 
May we not lean us on this plain, 

Axid kifs your borny mou ? 

S H E,. 
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SHE. 
Kind Sir, ye are a wee miftane ; 

For I am nane of thefe^^ 
I hope ye ibme mair breeding ken>, 

Than to ruffle women s claiie : . 
For may be I have chofen ane^ 

And plighted him my vow, 
Wha mav do wi* me what he liket^ 

And klra my bo»ny mou'. 

H E.. 
Na» if ye are contrafMy 

Phae nae xnair tofiay : 
Kather than be rejedted, 

1 will gie o'er the play ^ 
And chuie anither will reQ>e6l 

My love and on me rcw ; 
And let me clafp her roand the neck^. 

And kifs her l^onny mou\ 

S^H*Ev 
O Sir, yeareproud-hearted» 

And laith to be faid nay^ 
Elfe ye wad ne'er a flarted 

For ought that I did fay : 
For women in their modcfty^. 

At firll they winna bow } 
But if we like your company. 

We'll prove as kind as you* ZL 



s o N G. 

To the tune of, /*// never kavt^thet* 

ONE day I heard Mary fay. 
How (hall 1 leave thee ? 
Siay, dearell Adonis y flay. 

Why wilt thou grieve me.?. 
' Ala* 

\ 



»3P ACOLLECTI ONT 

Alas ! my fond heart will break. 

If thou fliould leave me. 
I'll live and die for thy fake ; 

Yet never leave thee* 

Say, lovely Adonisy fay, 

Has Mary deceiv'd thee f 
Did e'er her young heart betrays 

New love, that has grievM thee ? 
Mv conftant mird ne'er (hall dray, 

rhou may believe me. 
rH love thee, lad, night and day^ 

And never leave thee. 

JJonisy my charming youth,. 

What can relieve 3iee ? 
Can Mary thy anguifh footh ! 

This breaft fhall receive thee 
My paffion can ne'er decay. 

Never deceive thee : 
Delight fhall drive pain away^ 

Pleafure revive thee. 

Bat leave thee, leave thee, lad,. 

How fhall I leave thee ? 
O ! that thought makes me fad> 

I'll never leave thee. 
Where would my Adonis fly ? 

Why does he griev-e me ? 
J^las ! my poor heart will die,. 
^ If I fhould leave thee. 



Sleepy Body, Drowfy Body^ 

SOmnolentey quafo'y repente 
Vigila, <vivey me tange* 
S^tnnolenie, quafo, repente 
VigilcLi 'vinjCi mt tjunge. 

Cm 
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Cum me ambtebas^ 

Videri fohbas 
^moris negotiis apt us \ 
At faSlus maritusy 

In leSlo fopitusj 
Somno es, baud amore^ tu captus. 

O fleepy body, 

And drowfy body, 
© wiltuna waken and turn thce^ 
"To drivel and drannt. 

While I figh and gaunt, 
-Gives me good reafon to fcorn thee 

When thou (houldft be kind, 

Thou t;irns fleepy and blind. 
And fnoters and fnores far frae me. 
Wae light on thy face. 

Thy drowfy embrace 
is enough to gar me betray ^hee. . Q^ 



General Lesly's March to Longmar- 
fton Moor, 

MArch, march, 
Why the d — do ye na march ? 
Stand to your arms, my lads. 
Fight in good order, 
Front about, ye mulketeers all. 
Till ye come to the Englijh border. 

Stand till't, and fight like men. 

True gofpel to maintain. 
The parliament blyth to fee us a* coming. 

When to the kirk we come, 

We'li purge it ilka room, 
Frae Popijh relics and a' fie innovations. 

That a' the warld may fee. 

There's nane i' the right but we, 
P/the auld Scott ijh nation. 



«p A C0'H.ECTIO:N 

Jenny (hall wear the hood, 
Joch the farlc of God ; 
Andf the kift fbu of whiftles, 
That make fic a cleiro. 

Our pipers braw. 

Shall hae them a*, ^ 

Whate'er come on it, 

Bu(k up your plaids, my lads. 

Cock up your bonnets. 
Marchy marcbf &c. '4 

^ SONG. 

To the tune of, FUgarye he fain tofoUo*w me, 

HE. 

ADieu, for a while, my native green plains, 
My neareft relations, and neighbouring fw&ins: 
Dear Nelly^ frae thefe I'd ftart eafily free. 
Were minutes not ages, while abfent frae thee, 

SHE. 
Then tell me the reafon thou does not obey 
The pleadings of love, but thus hurries away ; 
A lake, thou deceiver, o'er plainly I fee, 
A lover fae roving will never miiid me. 

H E. 
The reafon unhappy, is owing to fate 
That gave me a being without an eftate. 
Which lays a neceffity now upon me. 
To purchafe a fortune for pleafure to thee. 

SHE. 

Small fortune may ferve where love has the fway> 
Then, Johny, be counfel'd na langer to ftray ; 
For while thou proves conftant in kindnefs to me, ' 
Contented I'll ay find a treafurc in thee. 

H E. 
O ceafCf my dear charmer, e\fc footvVVlhttraY 
A weakncfs unmanly, and quicVA^ ^wt >wv} 
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To fondnefs which may prove a ruin to thee, 
A pain to us haith, and di(hoi\9ur to me. 

Bear witnefs, yt ftreams, nnd witnefs, ye flowers. 
Bear witnefe, ye watchful invlfible powers, 
Jf ever my heart be unfaithful to" thiee. 
May naithing propitious e'er forile upon me. 



SONG. 

To the tune of, 

Bujkye^ bufiycy my Ininny bride \ 
Bujk ycy bujk yey my bonny marrow i 
Bujkye^ bufi yef my bonny bride^ 

Bujk and go to the braes ^Yarrow ; 
There will we fport and gather dew. 

Dancing while laverocks fing the morning: 
There learn frae turtles to prove true ; 
O BeUf ne'er vex me with thy fcorning* 

To weftlin breezes Flora yields, 

And when the beams are kindly wanning, 
^lythnefs appears o'er all the fields. 

And Aatufe looks mair freih and charming. 
Learn frae the burns that trace the mead, 

Tho' on their banks the rofes bloiTom, 
Yet hallilie they flow to T-weed, 

And pour their fweetnefs in his bofom. 

Hade ye, hafle ye, my bonny Belh 

Hafle to my arms, and there I'll guard thee, 
With free confent my fears repel, 

I'll with my love and care reward thee. 
Thus fang I faftly to my fair. 

Who rais'4 my hopes with kind relenting. 
O queen of fmiles, I afk na mair. 

Since now my bonny BeWs confenting. 

VoL.Jf. • M Cq^> 



|54 A.COI. L E<; f 1 Olf 
Corn-riggs are bonny^ 

My Patie IS a lover gay. 
His mind is never muddy. 
His breath is fweeter than new hay, 

Hb face .is fair and jrnddy. 
His (hape IS handfome, middle fize^ 
. He's ftately in his wawkin^ ; 
The fhining of his een furpnfe ; 
'Tis heaven to he^ him-tawking, 

JJafl night I met him on a bawk^ 

Where yellow com was growing. 
There mony a kindly word he fpake. 

That fet my heart a-glowing. 
He kifs'd, and vow'd he wad Tbe mine^ 

And loo'd me beft of ony ; 
That gars me like to fing finfyne^ 

O corn-riggs are honny^ 

jLet maidens of a filly mind 

Refufe what maift they're wanting, " 
Since we for yielding are deiign'd. 

We chaftely fhould be granting; 
Then TU comply, and marry Fate^ 

And fyne my cockernony 
Pe's free to touzle air or late, 

y/here corn-riggs are Wnny, 



Crom let's Lilt. 

Since all thy vows, falfe maid, 
Kxt, blown to air^ 
And my poor heart betray'd 

To fad deipair. 
Into fome wildemefs, - 

My grief I will exprefs, 
yljnd .thy hard-heaniedncCs, 
P cruel air. 



^ 
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Have,! not graven our loves 

On every tree. 
In yonder fpreading groves, 

Tho'folfethoubef 
Was not a folemn oath 
Plighted betwLxt Us both, 
Thou thy faith, I my troth, 

Conilant to be I 

Some gloomy place 1*11 find. 

Some doleful fhade. 
Where neither fun nor wind 

E'er entrance had ; 
Into that hollow cave, 
1'here will 1 iigh and rave, 
Becaufe thou dofl behave 

So faithlefsly^ 

Wild fruit fhall be my meat, 

ril drink the fpring^ 
Cold earth Ihall be my feat : 

For covering 
V\l have the ftarry Iky 
My head to canopy. 
Until my foul on hy 

Shall fpread its wingv 

ril have no funeral fire. 

Nor tears for me : 
No grave do I defire. 

Nor obfeq-uies ; 
The courteous Red-breaft he 
With leaves will cover me. 
And fing my elegy 

With doleful voice. 

And when a ghoft I am, 

ril vifit thee, 
Q thoa deceitful dame, 

Whofe cruelty 

M 3 Ha^ 



136 A COLLECTION 

Has kiird the kindeft heart 
That e'er felt CupWs dart, 
And never can ciefert 

From loving dice, 



SO N G. 
Well a' to Kelso go^ 

AN ril awa to bonny Tweed Me^ 
And fee my deary come throw, 
^ nd he fall be mine, 
Gif fae he incline. 
For I hate to lead apes below. 

While young and fair 
I '11 make it my care. 

To fecure myftl in a jo ; 

I'm no fic .a fool 

To let my bjood cool> 

And fyne gae lead apes below. 

Few words, bonny lad. 

Will eithly perfuade, 
Tho' blufhing, I daftly fay, no, 

Gae on with your ilrain,. 

And doubt not to gain. 
For I hate to lead apes below. 

Unty'd to a man. 
Do whatever we can. 

We never can thrive or dow ; 

Then 1 will do well. 
Do better what will. 

And let them lead apes below. 

.Our time is precious. 
And gods' are ^vadoAM^ 
That beawties upon U5 bc&ow •,. 
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*Tis not to be thought 
We got them for nought. 
Or to be fet up for a ihow. 

'Tis carried by votes. 

Come kilt up your coab. 
And let us to EMnburgb go, « 

Where flie that's bonny 

May catch a Johny^ 
And never lead apes below. 



William and Margaret.^ 

An old ballad* 

5^^T"^Was at'the fearful midnight-hour, » 

X When -all were fail afleep, 
In glided Margaret\ grimly ghoft. 
And flood at William^^ feet. 

Her face was pale like April mom ; : 

Clad in a wintry cloud ; 
And clay-cold was her lily-hand 

That held her fable fhroud. 

So fhall the faireft face appear, 

When youth and years are flown ; ' 
Such is the robe that kings muft wear, » 

When death has r^t their crown. 

Her bloom was like the fpringing flow'r, » 

That fips the filver dew ; 
The rofe was budded in her cheek ; 

Juft opening to the view. 

But love had, like the canker-worm, 

Confum'd her early prime ; 
The rofe grew pale, and left her check } 

She dy/d before her time. - - 

M 3 Kna'^'^V* 
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Aw^ke ! — (he cty'd, thy true-love calls. 

Come from her midnight-grave ; 
Now let thy pity hear the maid. 

Thy love refus'd to fave. 

This is the dumb and dreary Jiour,, 

When injur*d ghofts complain. 
And aid the fecpet fears of night,, 

To fright the faitblefs man. 

Bethink thee, William^ of thy fault,. 

Thy pledge and broken oath. 
And. give me tock my maiden-vow. 

And give me back my troth.. 

How could you fay, my face was fair,. 

And yet that face forfake ? 
How could you win that virgin-heart,. 

Yet leave that heart, to break I 
^ ' ,^' 
Why did you proiiiife love to me. 

And not that promi/e keep ? 
Why faid you, that my eyes were bright>. 

Yet left thefe eyes to weep ? . \ 

How could you fwear, my lip was fweet,. 

And made the fcarlet pale ? 
And why did J, young witlefs maid. 

Believe the iiitt'ring tale ? _ . 

That face, alas ! no more is fair ; 

Thefe lips no longer red ; 
Dark are my eyes, now clos'd in death. 

And ev'ry charia is fled. 

The hungry worm my filler is ; 

This winding-lhcet I wear : 
And cold and weary lafts our night. 

Till that Jaft morn appear. 



^ M CHOICE SONaS. ^Jff 

Vt hark ! — the cock has warn'd xitic hence — ^ 
^ long and late adieu ! 
\piC fee, falfe man, how low ihe lies, 
What dy'd for love of you. 

The lark fung out, the morning fhul'd,. 

And rais'd her glift'ring head ; 
Pale fVilliam quak'd in ev'ry limb ;, 

Then, raving,, left his bed. 

He hy'd him to the fatal place 

Wnere Margaret^ body lay. 
And ftretch'd him o'er the green grafs turf' 

That wrapt her breathlefs clay. 

And thrice he call'd on Margaret's name. 

And thrice he wept full fore : 
Then laid his cheek on her cold grave. 

And word fpoke never more. D. M. , 



The Complaint. 

THE fun was funk beneath the hill, 
The weftern cloud was lin'd with gold ; 
Clear was the flcy, the wind was ftill, 

The flocks were penn'd within the fold ; 
When in the filence of the grove, 
IJ^or Damon thus defpair'd of love. 

Who feeks to pluck the fragrant rofe. 
From the hard rock or oozy beech ; 

Who from each weed that barren grows,. 
Expeds the grape or downy peach ; 

With equal faith may hope to find 

The truth of love in womankind. • 

No flocks have I,, or fleecy care. 

No fields that wave with golden grain, 
No padures green, or gardens fair, 
A woman's venal heart to gaiu. 



^ Tsw^tSK 
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Then all in vsdn my fifehs maft pfOTtf> ' 

Whofe whole eftate, a£is ! is love. 

How wretched is the faithful youth, 

Since womens hearts are bought and fold f- 

They alk no vows of facred truth ; 
When'er they figh, they figh to gold. 

Gold can the frowns of fcorn remove ; — , 

Thus I am fcorn'd, — who have but love. 

To buy the gems of Indians coaft. 

What wealth, what riches would fuffice ?- 

Yet Indians (hore fhould never boaft 
The luftre of thy rival eyes ; 

P'or there the world too cheap muft prove ; . 

Can I then bUy ? — who have but love. 

Then, Mary^ fince nor gems nw ore 

Can with thy brighter felf compare, 
Bejuft, as fair, and value liiofe. 

Than gems or ore, a heart fincere : 
Let treafure meaner beauties prove ,* 
Who pays thy worth, mufl pay in love. X. 



SONG. 

To the tune of, Mcntrofe's linet, 

ITofs and tumble thro' the night. 
And wiih th* approaching, day. 
Thinking when darknefs yields to Ijght;.^ 

I'll bai.ifh care away : 
But when th^ glorious fun doth rife, 

And chear all nauire roi^nd, 
A\\ thouglits of pkafure in«inc dies ; 
My cares dc ilill abound. - 
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My tortur'd and uneafy mind 

Bereaves me cf my reft ; 
My thoughts are to all pleafore blind. 

With care I'm ftill opprcfl : 
Bat had i her within my breaft, 

Who gives me fo much pain, 
My raptur'd foul would be at refl>. 

And fofteft joys regain, 

I'd net envy the god of war, 

Blefs'd with fair Fenuj* charms^ 
Nor yet the thund'ring Jupiter 

In fair Ahmenah arms : 
Taris^ with HeletC% beauty blefs'd^ 

Wou'd be a jeft to me ; 
If of her charms I were poi&fi'd^ 

Thrice happier wou'd I be. 

But iince the gods do notordain 

Such happy fate for me» 
I dare not *gainft their will repine^ 

Whojule my deftiny. 
With fprightly wine I'll drown my cate> 

And cheriih up my foul ; 
Whene'er I think on mv loft fair, 

I'll drown her in the bowl. I; H. Jamaica, 



The Deceiver. 

Wlth'tuneftil pipe and Kiejlirty glet. 
Young Watty wan my heart \ 
A blyther lad ye tou'dna fee, 
AU beauty without art« . 
His winning tale 
Did foon prevail. 
To gain my,fbivd:beUjaf,;. 

Bat 



r^^ A COLLECTION 

Bat foon the Twain 
Gangs o'er the plain. 
And leaves me full, and kaves me full^ 
And leaves me full of grief. 

Tho' Colin courts with tuneful fangf. 

Yet few regard his mane : 
The laffes a' round ff^atiy thrang,. 
While Colin's left alane : 

In Aberdeen 

Was never feen* 
A lad that gave fie pain. 

He daily wooes, 

And ftiU purines. 
Till he does all, till he does all,. 

Till he does all obtain. 

But foon as he has gain'd the blifs,. 

Away then doesihe run. 
And hardly will afibrd a kifs. 

To filly me undone ^ 

Bonny Katy, 

Maggy^ Beaiiyy. 
Avoid the roving fwain ; 

His wilie tongue 

Be fure to fhun, 
Qr you like me, or you like me, 
• Like roe will be undone. 



Sweet Susan. 

To the tune of, Leader-haughsm- 

I. 

THE morn was fair, faft; was the air. 
All nature's fweets were fpringing ; 
The buds did bow with filver dew. 
Ten thoufand birds were fmging i 

mctf 
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When on the bent, with blyth content. 

Young J^amiefang his marrow, 
Nae bonnier lafs c'-er trod the grafs. 

On Leader-baughs and Yarro*-w» 

n. 

How fweet her face, where ev'ry grace 

In heavenly beauty*s planted ; 
Her fmiling een, and comely mien 

That nae perfedlion wanted. 
I'll never fret, nor-ban my fate. 

But blefs my bonny marrow % 
Jf her dear fmile my doubts beguile, . . 

My mind ihall ken nae forrow- 

in. 

Yet tho' ihe's fair, and has full fhare 

Of every charm inchanting, 
Each good turns ill, and foon will kill 

Poor me, if love be wanting. 
O bonny lafs I have but the grace 

To think, e'er ye gae furder. 
Your joys maun flit, if ye commit 

The crying fin of murder. 

IV. 

My wand'ring gbaift will ne'er get reft, 

And night and day affright ye ; 
But if ye're kind, with joyful mind, 

I'll ftudy to delight ye. 
Our years around with love thus crown'd. 

From all things joys fhall borrow ; 
Thus none fhall be more blefs'd than we 

On Leader-baughs ,2sA Yarrow, 

V. 
O fweeteft Sue ! 'tes only you 

Can make life worth my wifhes. 
If equal love your mind can move 

Xo grant this beft of bliflcs. 



He fang of ^"-^5 alies all rpund, 
dellgHtfuUsthebr6om 
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Ye powers that haunt the woods and plains 

Where ^luted with Te<viot flows, 
'Convey me to the bcft of fwains, 

« And my lov'd ^e'i4;</p«-i«o<u;/. , . ^* 



Sandy and Betty. 

SAndy in Ediniurgh was born. 
As blyth a lad as e'er gade thence : 
^Betty diviStaffordJhire adorn 

With all that's lovely to the'fenfe. 

Had Sandy ftill remain'd at hame. 

He had not blinkt on £effy*s fmile ; 
For why, he caught the gentle flame 

On this fide T^weed full many a mile. 

She, like the fragrant violet. 

Still flourifh'd in her native mead : 
He, like the ftream, improving yet 

The further from Iris fountain-head. 

The ftream muft now no further ftray ; 

A fountain fix'd by Fenus^ power 
In his clear bofom, to difplay 

The beauties of his bord'ring flower. 

When gracious Jnna did unite 

Two jarring nations intoone. 
She bade them mutually unite. 

And make each other's good their own. 

Henceforth let each returning year 

The ro/e and ih/Jfle bear one item : 
The tJbifi/e be the ro/e's fpear, 

The ro/e the thiJiU'z diadem. 

The queen of Britain* s high decree, 
The qiicen of love is bound to keep '; 

jUna the fovereign of the fea, 

Femu the daughter of tko deep, '^ . ^, 

Vol. II # N O^^ 
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. O D E. 

To Mrs A. R. 

Tune of. Love's goddefs in a myrtk grevi* 

NOW fpring begins lier fmiling round. 
And laviSi paints th' enamell'd gipund ; 
The birds now lift their chearful voice. 
And gay on every bough rejoice : ':•-.. 

The lovely ^r/zf^/ hand in hand 
Knit faft in lovers eternal band, 
WVh early ftep, at^orning-dawn^ 
Tread lightly o'er the dewy lawn. 

Where-e'er the youthful ^/5/?^rj move. 
They fire the foul to genial love : 
Now, by the river's painted fide, 
The fwain delights his country-bride ; 
While pleas'd, fhe hears his artlefs vows* 
Each bird his feathcr'd coniort wooes : 
Soon will the ripen*d fummer yield 
Her various gifts to every field. 

The fertile trees, a lovely fhow I " ' 

With ruby-tindlur'd birth fhall glow ; 

Sweet fmells from beds of lilies born 

Perfume the breejzes of the morn : 

The fmiling day and dewy night 

To rural fcenes my fair invite ; 

With fummer-fweets to feail her eye. 

Yet foon, foon, will the fummer fly. 

Attend, my lovely maid, and know 
To profit by th' inftrudlive fhow. 
Now young and blooming thou appears. 
All in the flourifh of thy years : 
Tlie lovely bud fliall foo;i difclofe 
To every eye the blufliing rofe ; 
Now, now the tender ftalk is feen 
'With beauty fr^fh, and ever green. 
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Sut when the funny hours are paft. 
Think not the coz'ning fcene wiUlaft ; 
Let not the flatt'rer hope perfuade. 
Ah ! muft I fay, that i^will fade ? 
For fee" the fummec flies away, 
Sad emblem of our own decay ! 
Now winter from the frozen north* 
DHves fwift his iron chariot forth. 

His gnzly hands in icy chains 
Fair TiveJa^s iilver Hream-conilraiiis. 
Caft up Ay eyes, how bleak and bare 
He wanders on the tops of Tare ; 
Behold his footfteps dire are feen 
Confeis'd o'er ev*ry withering green ; 
Griev'd at the fight, whcn>thou ihalt fee 
A fiiowy wreath to clothe each tree. 

Frequenting now the flream no more. 
Thou flies, diipleas'd, .the frozen fliore. 
When thou flialt mifs the flowers that grew 
But Tate, to charm thy raVifh'd view j 
Then ft>^ll a flgh thy foul invade. 
And o'er thy pleafures caft a fliade : 
Shall I, ah 1 horrid ! wilt thou fay. 
Be like to this ibn^e other, day ? 

Yet when in fnow and dreary frofl: 
The pleafure of the fields is ioft. 
To blazing hearths at home we run,. 
A nd fires (iipply the diftant fun ; 
In gay delights our hours employ. 
And do not lofe, but change our joy. 
Happy I abandon every care, 
To lead the dance, to court the fair. 

To turn the page of facred bards. 
To drain the bowl, and deal the cards. 
In cities thus with witty friends 
In fmiles the hoary feafon ends. 
But when the lovely white and red 
From, the pale alhy cheek is fled, 

N 2 t>ww\. 
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Then wrinkles dire, and age ievcre 
Make beauty fly, we know not where. 

The fair, whom fates unkind disarm. 

Ah ! muH they never ceafe to charm ?■ 

Or is there left fome pleafing art 

To keep fecure a captive heart ? 

Unhappy love ! may lovers fay. 

Beauty, thy food, does fwift decay ; 

When once that fliort-liv'd ftock is fpent^. 

What is't thy famine can prevent ? ■ 

Lay in good fenfe with timeous care. 
That love may live on wifdom's fare : 
Though ecfiajy with beauty flies, 
Efiecm is born when beauty dies. 
Hv:ppy the man whom fiites decree 
Their richeft g'ft in giving thee ; 
Thy beauty fliall his youth engage. 
Thy wifdom fliall delight his age. 

Horace, Book I. Ode ii. 

To w. D. 

Tune of^ Willy nkOf a ivanton tvag'f 

Illy, ne'er inquire what ^d' 
The gods for thee or me intend ;, 
How vain the feaixh, that but bellows 
The knowledge of our future woes ! 
Happier the man that ne'er repines. 
Whatever lot his fate afligns. 
Than they that idly vex their lives 
With wizards and inchantine wives. 

o 

Thy prefent years in mirth employ,^ 
And confecrate thy youth to joy ; 
Whether the fates to thy old fcore 
Shall bounteous add a winter more. 
Or this fliall lay thee cold in earth 
'^.'hat rages o'er th« Pentland &xl\v» 
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No more with Home the dance to lead ; . 
Take my advice, ne'er vex thy head. 

With blyth intent the goblet pour. 
That's facred to the genial hour, 
hi flowing, wine fHU warm thy foul. 
And have nd thoughts beyond the bowL 
Behold, the flying hour is lofl^. 
For time rides ever on the poft. 
Even while we fpeak, even while we think,. 
And waits not for the ftanding drink. 

Colleft thy joys each prefent day. 
And live in youth, while beft you may ; 
Have all your pleafures at command, 
* Nor truft one day in fortune's hand. 
Then, IVilly, be a Wanton wag, 
If ye wad pleafe the lafles braw. 
At bridals then ye'U bear tbs brag, 
And carry ay the gree awa'. 



The Widow. 

THE widow can bake, and the widow can brew. 
The widow can fliape, and the widow can few, , 
And mony braw things the widow can do ; 

Thtn have at the widow, my laddie. 
With courage attack her baith early and late. 
To kifs her and clap her you manna be blate. 
Speak well, and do oetter, for that's the beft gate 
To win a ypang widow, my laddie. 

The widow ftie's youthfu', and never ae hair 
The war of the wearing, and has a goodfkair 
Of every thing lovel/, Ihe^s witty ?nd fair. 

And has a rich jointure, my laddie.. ' . '' 

What cou'd you wifli better your plcaure to cr6wn, ^ 
Than a widow, the bohnicft toaft in the to^jTiy '.> 

Witji na^thin^, but draw in your i1oo\ atid fe. ii;iN5^\^)« 
Aid /port with the widovf^ my laddk 1 

n 3 i:\:w^^ 
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Then tiH'er, and kilPer with cpurtefie dead^ .^ . ^ .; 
Tho' llark love and kindnefs be alt ye can.plea4 *; ■ 
Be heartfome and aity, and hope to fuccecd 

With a bonny gay widow, my laddie. , .• • 

Strike iron while 'tis h6t, if ye'd have it to wal4»% 
For fortune ay favours the a£tive and bauld, 
But ruins the wbcer that's thowlefs and cauld^ 

Unfit for the widow, my laddie. 



The Highland Lassie. 

THE lawland maids gang trig and fine. 
But aft they're four and unco iaucy ;, 
Sae proud, they neve? can be kind 

Like my good-humour*d highland laflie^ 
O my bonny y bonny highland laffie. 
My hearty fmiling highland laffiey. 
May ne'ver care make thee le/sfair. 
Rut bloom cf youth fiillblejs my lajpe^ 

Than ony lafs in borrows town,, 
Wha mak their cheeks with patches mottiCjc 
rd tak my Kaiy but a gown, 

Bare-footed in her little coatie.- 
my bonny, &C.. 

Beneath the brier or brecken bufh^ 
Whene'er I kifs and court my dautie ; 
Happy and blyth as ane wad wifh, .: 

My flighttren heart gangs pittie-pattici. 
O my bonny, &c. 

O'er higheft heathery hills Til ilena 
With cockit gun and ratches tenty, ^ ^ . 

To drive the deer out of their den. 

To feaft my lafs on diihes dainty. . i •.•• 

i) my lonny,. &C,. ■ • 
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Thepe'» nanc fhall dare by deed. or word. 

'Gainft her to wag a tongue or fineer^ ,. . 

While 1 can wield my trufty fword, 

Or fraf: my fide whifk out a whingec^ 
P my bonny y hz^ 

The mountains clad with purple bloom. 
And berries ripe, invite my treafiire 
To range with me ; let great fowk gloom. 

While wealth and' pride confound their pleafiire* 
O my bonny y bonny highland laJfUy 
My lovely fmiling highland laffiey 
Mfoy ne*ver care make thee lefs fair^ 

But bloom of youth ft ill ble/s my hstffie. 



JocKY blyth and gay. 

BLy th Jocky young and gay,. 
Is all my heart's delight ; 
He's all my talk by day, * 
And all my dreams by night.. 
If from the lad i be, . 

*Tis winter then with me ;; . . 

But when he tarries "here,. , 

'Tis fummer all ihe year. 

When I and Jocky met 

• Firft on the flow'ry dale, 
Right fweetly he me tret. 
And love was all his tale. 
You are the lafs, faid he. 
That flaw my heart frae me ;: 
O eafe me of my pain. 
And never fhaw difdain. 

Well can my Jocky kyth 

His love and courtefie,- 
H^itliacie my heart fall hlyiti 

When Jw jSril fpakc to me. 



I 
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His Aiit I ill deny*d, r.: r. ^.r. oZ 

He kifs'd, and I coinply*d : ; ?». v 

Sae yocfy promis'd me, i. /r 
That he wad faithfttl be.. 

Vm glad when yocky comes,- 

Sad when he gangs away ; . . . * • 

•Tis night when ^fijf glooms, ' *. 

But when he fmiles 'tis day. ; . - ^^ | * 

When our eyes meet, I pant,, .* n* 

r colour, fighy and faint j ' ., ■ - 

What lafs that wad be kind,: 
Can better tell her mind ? (J^^ 

Had away from me^ Donald*. 

OCome away, come away, 
Come away wi' me, yejany ; 
Sic'frowns I canna bear free ane- 

Whafe fmiles dne& raviih'd me, Jenny y, ^ 

If you'll be kind, ycu*ll never find 
That ought fall alter me, Jenny ; 
For you're the miftrefs of .my mind, * 

Whate'cr you think of mc, Jenny. 

Firil when your fweets enflav'd my heart; 

You feem'd to favour me, Jettnyi • 
But now, alas ! you a6t a part 

That fpeaks unconHancy, Jenny ; 
Unconftancy is fjc a vice, 

'Tis not befitting thee, Jenny ; 
It fuits not with your virtue nice 

To carry fae to me, Jenny. 

Her Answer.. . . '. ■ 

OHad away, had away,' 
Had away frae mc, Donald \ 
Your heart is made o*cr large for an e, 
it is not meet for me, DcnaU: 
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Some fickle mlflrers you may find 

Will jilt as fall as thee, DonaU ; • 
To ilka fwaift fhe will prove kind, 

And nae lefs kind to thee, Donald. 

Bat Pve a heart that's naething fnch, 

Tis fiirdwith honefty, Donald \ 
V\\ ne'er love moneys I'll lore mach^ 

I hate all levity, Donald. 
Therefore nae mair, with art, pretend 

Your heart is chain'd to niine, Donald^ 
For wordt of faHehood V\\ defend, 

A roving love like thine, Donaldi^ 

Firft when you courted, I muft own 

1 frankly favoar'd you, Donald % 
Apparent worth and fair renown 

Made me believe you true, Donald. 
Dk virtue then foem'd to sdom 

The man efteem'd by me, Donald r. 
But now^ the maflt fallen affi I feom^ 

To ware a thought on thee, Donald., 

And now, for ever, had away. 

Had away from me^ Donald ; 
Gae feek a heart that's like your ain, 

And come nae mair to me, Donald ^ 
For ril refepve myfeU for ane. 

For ane that's liker me> Donald^i 
If fie a ane I canna find, 

J*ll ne'er loo man, nor thee, Donald*. 

DONALI>. 
Then I'm thy man, and faUe report 

Has* only tald a Ke, Jenny ; 
To try thy truth, and make us fport. 

The taie was nais'd by me, Jennjii4 

JENNY. , , 

When this ye prove, . and (till can lovci 

Then come away to me,, Donald^ . , , , . 

rm. well content, ne*er to repent 
:tlmtj havQ fyiiVd on thee, Dmald. 
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Todlen butt> and todlen bciu , . 

WHen IVe a faxpence under my thumb. 
Then I'll get credit in ilka town : 
But ay when I'm poor they bid me gang by i; . 
O ! poverty parts good company^ 
Todlen hamt^ todlen hame^ 
Coudna my loo'vi come udlen hams f 

Fair £sl* the goodwife, and fend her good &Ie^ 
She gi'es us white bannocks to drink her ale. 
Syne if that her tippony chance to be fma% 
We'll tak a good fcour o't, and ca't awa'. 

Todlen hornet todlen-ijamCf 

As round as a neep come todlen hame. 

My kimmcr and I lay down to fleepr 
And twa pint-ftoups at our bed's feet; 
And ay when we wakea'd, we drank them dry r 
What think ye of .my wee kimmer and 1 1 

Todlen butty and todlen ben, 

Sae round as my loo^e comes todlen hame, 

Leez me on liquor, my todlen dow, 
Ye're ay fae good-humour'd when weeting your mou^ 
When fober, fae four, ye'll fight with a flee. 
That 'tis a blyth fight to the bairns and me. 

When todlen hame, todlen hame. 

When round as a neep ye come todlen hams. TL. 



The Auld Man's beft Argument. 

To the tune of^. Wido-Wy are ye 'wa'vakin ? : 

OWha's that at my chamber- door ? 
** Fair widow, are ye wawking ?" 
Auld carl, your fuit give o'er, ; 

Your love lies a' in tawkia.^, ^ . ?. . /^ • 
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Vi'e me a lad thatts )^ung and tigkty * 

Sweet like an jf^ril meadow ; 
*Tis iic a6 he can blefs the fight 

And bofbm of a widow. 

-** O widow, wilt thou Jet me in, 

** I'm pawicy, wife, and thrifty, 
*' And come qf a right gentle ^kin, 

«• I'm little mair than fifty." 
Daft carl, dit ypnr imoath. 

What fienifies how pawky. 
Or gentle born ye be, — bot youth f 

In love you're but a gawky. 

** Then, widow, letthefe guiiieas fpeak, 

** That powerfully plead clinkan, . 
*' And if they fail, my mouth I'Uileek, 

** And nae mair love wilLthink on.** 
Thefe court indeed, I maun confefs, 

I think they make you young. Sir, 
And ten times better can exprels 

Affedlion, than your tongue, Sir. 



The peremptor Lover, 

To the tune of, Jtrhn Anderfotij my jo. 

^ ' I ^Is not yodr beauty, nor your wit, 

JL That can my heart obtain ; 
For they cou'd never conquer yet. 

Either my breaft or brain : 
Por if you'll not prove kind to me. 

And true as heretofore. 
Henceforth I'll fcorn your flave to be. 

Or doat upon you more. 

Think not my fancy to o-ercome. 

By proving thus unkind ; 
No fmoothed fight, nor fmUi^g frowf^ 
X^na/atisfy my mind. 



Yvs\ 
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Pray let Platonics play fuch pnurks, * . 

Such follies I deride ; 
for love, at lead, I will have liuiik^ 

And fomething elfe befide. 

Then open-hearted be with vat, 

As I (hail be with you, 
■And let our^adions be a^^free. 

As virtue will allow. • 
If you'll prove loving, V\\ prcrvekindy 

If true, I'll conftant be ; 
If fortune chance to change your mindy 

I'll turn aiToon as you. 

Since our afFefiions well ye know. 

In equal terms do (hmd, 
'Tis in your power to love or no. 

Mine's likewifeiri my hand. 
Difpcnie with your aufterity, 

Unconftancy abhor. 
Or, by great C»//^*s deity» 

I'll never love you more. 



What's that to you? 

To the tune of, Theglaneing ofher^ppi^. 

MY Jeatiy and I have toiPd 
The live-lang fimmer-day. 
Till we almoft were fpoil'd 

At making of the hay : 
Her kurchy was of holland clear, 

Ty'd on her bonny brow, 
I whilper'd fomething in her ear ; 
But what's that to yon ? 

Her ftockings were oiKer/ey green. 
As tight as ony filk : 
^ lie a leg was never feen, 
Her ikin was wliite as mi\\:\ 
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Her hair was Uack as ane could wiih. 

And fweet, fweet was Ker mou. 
Ok ! yeany daintilie can kifs ; 

But what's that to you ? . 

The rofe and lily baith combine. 

To make my Jeany fair, 
There is nae bennilpn like mine, 

I have amaift nae care ;• 
Only I fear my J-eanj*^ face . 

May caufe mae men to rue. 
And that may gar me fay, alas ? 

But what's that to you ? 

Conceal thy beauties if thou can, ■ 

Hide diat fweet face of thine. 
That I may only be the n^ 

Enjoys diefe looke divine. 
O do not proftitute, my dear. 

Wonders to common view. 
And I with faithful heart fhall fwcar. 

For ever to be true. 

Kin^ Solomon had wives enow, 

And mony a concubine ; 
But I enjoy a blifs n^ir true. 

His joys were ihort of mine ; 
And /aza^'s happier than thcry. 

She feldom warts her due, . 
AH debts of love to het I pay. 

And what's that to you ? Q:, 

s o N G. 

To the ahfent Florinda. 
To the tunc of, ^e$n ofSbeha^t march. 

COme, Florin Ja, lovely charmer, . 
Come and fix ihis wav'ring' heart j 
Let thofe eyes my foul rekindle. 
Ere I feel fome foreign dart. 
; Vol. U. * O ' C^^sv^n 
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Come; and wUh thy fxniles fecmt me, ' . >i- 
If this heart be worth thy care, i m - ■ 

Favoured by my dear Flprinda^ • . r- ! , 

I'll be true, as ihe is fair, 

Thoufand beauties trip around me, 
And my yielding breaH aflail ;> ^ . 

Come and take rae to thy bofoniy 
Ere my conftant pai£on fail. ! : 

Come, and, like the radiant jnorning^i • ■ - >. 
On my foul ferenely fhine,. . 
Then thofe glimmering ftars fhall vanifh, 
JiOft in fplendor more divine, 

Long this heart has been thy viftim. 
Long has felt the pleafmg pain, ■ ' 

Come, and with an equal paifioa 
Make it ever thine remain/ . ' / 

Then, my charmer, T can promise, 
If our fouls in love agree. 
None in all the upper dwellings 
Shall be happier than we. 

A Bacchanal SONG. 

o th3 tune of, A uld Sir Symon the King, 

COme here's to the nymph that I love I 
Away, ye vain forrows away : 
Far, far from me, forrows, begone, 
A4I there Ihall be pleafant and gay. ' 

Far hence be the ihd and the penfive, 
Come fill up the glafles around, 
We'll drink till our faces be' ruddy, 
And all our vain forrows are drown'd, »' ' 



'Tis dene, and my fancy's exulting. 
With every gay blooming dell re, 
My hlocA with briik ardoxir \^ ^lo^^'lu^, 
jSoft pJfafurcs my bofom in^^uc 






or CHOICE SONGS. r^^ 

My foul now to love is diflblving. 
Oh fate ! had I here my fair channel-, 
I'd clafp her, I'd clafp her fo eager. 
Of all her difdain I'd difarm ker. • 

But hold, what has love to do here -* 

With his troops of vain cares in array ? 
Avaunt, idle pcniive intruder, — 
He triumphs, be will not away. 

ni drown him, comet give me a bumper > 
Young Cupidi here's to thy confuiion. — 
Now, DOW he's departing, he's vanquiih'd, 
jitlieu to his anxious deldion. 

Come, jolly god Bacchus ^ here** to thee -, 
Huzza boys, huzza boys, huzza. 
Sing lo, ung to to Bacchus — . 

Hence all ye dull thidkers, withdraw. 

Come, what fhould we do but be jovial ? 
Come tune up your voices- aiidiing; - . ■ 
What foul is fo dull to be heavy, 
When wine fets our fancies on wing ? 

Come, Pega/us lies in this bqttle. 
He'll mount us^ he'll mount us on high. 
Each of us a^galiaiit young Pn/eus^ 
Sublime we'll afcend to the iky. 

Come mount, or adieu, I arife. 
In (eas of wide aether I'm drown'd. 
The clouds far beneath me are failing, 
1 fee the fpheres whiilitig around. 

What d^knefs, what rattling is this ? ' 

Thro' Chaos^ dark regions I*m hurl'd. 
And now, — oh my head it is knockt 
Upon fome confounded new world. 

Now, now thefe dark ftiades are retiring;. 
See yonder bright blazes a ftar. 
Where am I ! — behold the Empyreum^- 
Wiib Bammg light Rreaming from far* 1, "^ . Q^ 
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To Mrs A. C. /]. ^ 

A SONG. 

To the tune of^ ^// ift the do^ns* 

WHen beauty biases heavenly bright. 
The xnufe can no more ceafe to fingt 
Than can the lark, with rifing light, 
fier notes negleA with drooping Wing. 
The morning fhines, harmonious biras mount hie : 
The dawning beauty fmile^, and poets fiy. \ ' 

Young Annlft budding geaces claim 

Th' inrpire4 thought, land fpfteft lays i 
And kindle in the breaft a flame. 
Which muft be Vented in her praiie. 
Tell us, ye ffein^JhepherdB, have you foen 
£*er one To like a^.ajige},t)n(4dtheg^wsi> -■■^.^jjj^ 



Ye youth, be watchful of your hearts ; 
When (he appears, take the alarm : 
Love on her beauty points his darts, 
And wiugs an arrow from each charm. 
Arcund her eyes and fmiles the graces fport» 
And to her fn^^ neck and breaft refort. 

But vain muft every caution prove : 

When fuch inchanting fweetnefs fhincs. 
The wounded Twain muft yield to love. 
And wonder, tho' he hopelcfs pines. 
Such f^un^s the fbppifti butterfly ihou'd Ihun 5 
I'he eagle's only fit to view the fun. 

She's as the op'ning lily fair ; 

Her lovely features are complete ; 
Whihl heaven indulgent mikes her fliare 
With angels all that's wife and fwect, 
Thcfc virtues wkich diviivel^y deck her mind, 
iE^Tait ^ach other of iV iufetVox V.m^ 
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Whether ihe love the rural fcencs. 

Or fparkle in the airy town, 
O ! happy he her favour gains. 
Unhappy ! if flie on him frown,. 
The mufe unwilling quits die lovely theme. 
Adieu ihe fings, and thrice fepeats her name. 



A Paftaral Song; 

To the tune of, Mf aproky diary^ 

J A M IB. 

WHile our flocks are a-feeding. 
And we're void of care. 
Come, ^anify^ let's tune 
To praife of the feir : 
For, infpir'd by my Sufie^ 
. I'll fing ki fttch lays, 
ThatP^MT, were he judge, 
Muft aUow me the bays. 

S A N D IRt 

While under this hawthorn 

We lie at our eafe. 
By a muiical ftream,. ■ ■ '^ 

And refrefh'd by the breeze 
Of a zephyr fo gentle. 

Yes, JamUy rlltry ; 

For to match you and Sufie^ 

Dear Kaii* and I. 

J A M 1 B^ 
Oh ! my ^fie fo lovely. 

She's witnout compare, . -^ 

She's {o comely, fo good, 

And fo charmingly fair : 
Sure, the gods were at pains 

To make fo complete * , 

Anytifph, that for love 

There w^ ne'er one fo meet. 
* O 3 "S A^j»zr^, 
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. f^ • ^ 

Sandy... 

Oh my Katieh fo bright, : vj:\ >ir tl 

She's fo witty and gay; \ ; > 1 ^^.1 h'l/ 

Love, jcin'd with the graces, .5../ -. :• ' . ■.J.rM- 

Around her looks play. :..-:o'. ' 

In her mien fliers fo graceful^ - ' : :. iOJ. 

lather humour fonr^e :. . m .....,..,.-.» .^. 

Sure the gods never fram'd , ■^.■■■- ■ i.iB 

A maid faiier than flie. , / ^^ . .- / /• »■ ■ 

Jami s. ' ' - ' 

Had my Sufie Been there. 

When the /'^/-^^r^ declared 
For the lady of Lemmsy 

She had loft his regard r ■ ■ . ' /"\. 

And o'ercomc by a prefence r * V f 

More beauteou fly bright^ ' '- ^'.^ 

He had own'd her outdone^ ,.^ ,;^ 

As the darknefs by lights . » 1 \» 

S A N D y^ 

Not fair Helen bf Greece^ 
Nor all the whole train. 

Either of real beauties, 

Or thofe poets feign, - . • i 

Cou'd be matched with my Katie, . . V 

Whofe every fweet charm ^, 1 ,» 

May conquer beft judges, . . v'- 

And coldeli hearts warm. ;... ' 

Jamie* ^ 

Neither riches nor honour. 

Or any thing great. 
Do I a(k of the gods, •-:■.. 

But that this be my fate, - • ' • i 

That my Sajie to all 

My kind wifhes comply : ' " 

For with her wou'd I live. 

And with her I wou'd die* , " . 
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"* Sandy. 
If the /ates give me Katie^ 

And- her I enjoy, 
I have all my defires ; 
. Nought can me annoy r 
For my charmer has every 

Delight in fuch ftore. 
She'll make me more happy . 

Than fwain e'er before. 



Love will find out the way* 

OV«r the mountains, . 
And over the waves, ^ 

Over the fountains, 

And under the graves r 
Over the floods that are deepeff. 

Which do Ntptune obey ; 
Over rocks that are fteepeft, • ' 

Love will find out the way. 

Where there is no place 

For the glowworm to lie ; 
Where there is no (pace 

For the receipt of a fly ; 
Where the midge dare not v?nturc> . 

Left herfelffaftftie lay : 
But if love come, he will enter^ 
/ And foon find out his way. 

You may efteem him 

A child in his force ; .^ •• 

Or you may deem him 

A coward, which is worfe r ^ 

But if Ihe, whom love doth honour. 

Be conceal'd from the day, 
Set a thpufand guards upon her, 

I^e will fiuad out the way. ^ 
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Some think to lofe him, . 
. Which is too unkind ; 
And fome do iuppofe him, >- 

Poor thing, to be blind ; 
Bat if ne'er lo clofe ye wall him. 

Do the bell that ye may. 
Blind love, if fo ye call him, 

lie will find out the way. 

You may train the eagle 

To ftoop to your m , 
Or you;may inveigle 

The phoenix otthe call ; 
The lionefs, ye may move het 

To give o'er her prey : 
But you'll never ftop a lover„ 

He will find out liis way* 



SONG. 



To die tune of, Thronv the ixtoody laddi9. 

AS early I walk'd, on the firft of fweet Maj^ 
Beneath a fteep mountain, 
Befide a clear fountain, 
I heard a grave lute foft melody play, 
Whilft the Ech» xefounded the dolorous lay. 

I liften'd^ and look'd> and fpy'd a young fWain„ 

With afped diftrefled,. 

And fpirits cpprefled,. 
Seem'd clearing afrefh, like the iky after rain. 
And thus he di£covered how he ftrave wit^ his pais*. 

Tho' EUfa be coy, why (houM I repine,. 

That a maid much above me, 

Vouchfafes not to love me ? 
Jn her high fphere of worth I never could Ihine ; 
Then why fliQ^xlil fc^klodtb^i^Wx^mine ? . 
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Ko : henceforth efteem fhall govern my defire, 

Andy in due fubje£hon> 

Retain warm afFe6iion ; 
To fhcw that fclf-love inflames not my fire, 
And that no other Avain cto more humbly adkttire. 

When paflion fhall ceafc to rage in my htcstSt, 

Then quiet retaming* 

Shall httfli my fad mourmng ; 
And» lord of myfelf, in abiblttte reft» 
1*11 hug the condition which heaven Ihall think beft. 

Thas firiendihip nnmix^l; tnd wholly iffin^d. 

May (till be refjpefted, 

Tho' loye is n^ed^ : 
Z/(^i' (hall own, tho' to love not inclin'd. 
That (he ne'er had a friend like her lover refign'd. 

May the fbrtuiate youth who hereafter (hall woo' 

With profb'rous endeavour. 

And gain her dear favour. 
Know, as well as I, what t^ JS!Z^ is ditf» 
Be much more deferving, but never IdTs tfse. 

Whilfi I, difengag'd from all amorous cares» 

Sweet Hoerty tafting. 

On calmeft peace feaftmg. 
Employing my reafbn to dry up my tears, 
In hopes of heaven'a blifles I'll fp^ my fetv years. 

Ye powers, that prefide o'er virtuous love. 

Come aid me with patience. 

To bear my vexations i 
With eqqal defires my flutt'ring heart move, 
With fentiments pUreft my notions improve. 

If love in his fetters e'er catch me again. 
May counage protedl me, 
And prudence direA me ; ^ 

Prepar'd for all fates, iememb'rin^ the fwaio, 
Who^rcw happily wife, after lovit\gm vaia* 
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Then hear. m€» andcheartn^ 
With ^Billing con&uty 
BeHevf me> and give xne 
No caufe to lament, > 
Since I ne'er ca» be happy, till thou fay, Connnu 
Pm pleas'' d njuith «)l Jami^ dniei hejhall be mine. 



SONG. 

Toifs ain tune, 

ALtho' I bcbiit a country-lafs. 
Yet a lofty mind I bear — O, 
And think myfell as good as thofe 

That rich apparel wear — O. 
Altho* my gown'te hattip-fpun grey> 

My flcin it is ;is faft -^ O, 
As them that, (aiin we^d^/do wear. 
And carry their heads aloft — O. 

What tlio'I keep my father's (beep. 

The thmg that m©ft Jbe done — O, 
W.IUi garlands of the fineflf flowers. 

To 5Ude me frae the/un — . O. 
Wheh tKey are feeding pleasantly, 

Where grafs and flowers do fpring — O, 
Then on a flowery bank atiioon» 

1 iet me down and fmg — O. ^ . 

My Pai/ly piggy, cork'd with fage, ; 

Contains ray drink but thin -r— O ; 
No wines do e'er my brains enrage. 

Or tempt my mind to fln — O. 
My country-curds,' and wooden (poon, 

I think them unco fine ^-*- O, 
And on a flowery bank at noon, 

I let me down and dine — Q. 

Ahhb' my parents cannot raife 

Great bagsof fhinitig gold — • 0> 
like them whafe daughters, now a-days, 
Like fwine are bought and fold -^ O V 
Vol. 11. ♦ P X^\. 
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yet my fair body it (hall ktm > -. ^ 

An honeft heart within >•<— 0-; 
And for twice fifty thoufand crowli^ 

I value not a pri» >— Q. 

I^ufe nae gumsupQn my haity 

Nor chains about my neck — O, 
J^or ihining jings upon my hands,. 

My fingers flraight to deck — O ; 
But for that la4 to mt fhall fa% 

And I have grace to wed — O ' y ' ' ' 

I'll keep a jewel worth. thcm^-, 

J mean my maidenhead — p. 

Jf canny forti^ie jgiyeto me 

The man I de^ly love -!- Q, 
Tho' we want gear, I dinna carcv 

My hands I can improve — O, 
^xpedting for a blefling (BU 

Defcending from above — O. 
Then we'll emjsrace, and fweetly kiis. 

Repeating talcs of love -r- O. Z* 

Waly, wzly, gin Lovjs be bonnj. 

OWaly, waly «p <he bankt 
And waLy, waly down the brae. 
And w^y, waly yon bum-fide, 

Where I and xay love wont to gae. 
^ lean'd my back janto an aifc 

I thought it was a trufly tree. 
But firft it bow'd, and fyne it brak. 
Sac my true love did lightly me. 

;0 v/aly, waly, but love be bonny, 

A little time while it is new, . . ' 

But when 'tis auld, i^ >vaxcth cajild. 

And fades away like the morning-dew. 
.O wherefore (hould I buflc my l*ad / 

Or wherefore ihou'd I kame my hair ? 
For my true love has me forfook. 

And fays h^ll never love me mai/^i 

>'ow 



or CHOICE songs; ly* 

No# Jrthur-Seat (hall be my bed» 

The fheets (hall ne'er be fylM by me^ 
Saint Ant$nh well iball be oiv drink. 

Since my true love has.fbruken me. 
Martinmas wind» when wilt thou blaw. 

And Mke the greenleaves off thetreer ?. 
O gentle death, when wilt thou come ? 

For. of my life I am weary. 

Tis notthc froft thUfcfrecsKC* fttt 

Nor blawing fnaiw'a indemeHcy r . 
Tis net fie cauld that makes me cry. 

But my love's heart grown caold to me.' 
When we came in by GlaJ^ow town^ 

We were a comely fight to iee ; 
My love was clad in the black velvet,. 

And I my fell inxramafie. 

But had I win before I kifs'd. 

That love had beca iae ill to win,, 
rd lock'd my heart in a cafe of^ld* 

And pinn'd it with a filver {iin. 
Oh, oh ! if my young bab& were born. 

And fet upon the nurfe's knee,. 



And I myfell were dead and gane. 
For a maid a?aih Til never be. 



Lagam 



The loving Lafs and Spinning7 WheeL 

As I fat at my ft^inning-wheeU 
A bonny lad was p^ng by : 
I vie w'd him round, and lik'd himAveel, 
For trouth he had a glancing eyel 
My heart new panting 'gan to fed. 
But ftill I tur#d my ginning- wheeU^ 

Whh looks all kindnefs he drew near».. 
A^d ftill malr lovely did appear ; 

Pa J^d!^ 
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And round about my flender waftfe 

He claip'd his arms, and me embrac'd :.;■'' '• " 

To kifs my hand, fyn€ down did ]a»t\y « 

As I fat at my ^innitig-wheel. 

My milk-white hands Ke did extol. 

And prais'd my fingers lang and fmftlU 

And faid, there was nae l^dy fEdr 

That ever cou'd widi me compare. 

Thefe words into my heart aid fte^,' • '' / 
But ftiU I torn'd myipinmiig^hecL. ; -^^ . 

Altho' I fcemingly did chide, ' 

Yet he wad never be deny'd,' * 

But ftill declar'd hij( love the mair; 

Until my heart was woanded fair : 

That I my love cou'd fcarce conceal^ *- 

Yet ftill I turn'd my fpinning- whecL 

My hanks of yam, my rock and reel, ■ 
My winncis and my fpinning-whed"; 
He bid me leave them aH with fpeed^. 
And gang with him to yonder mead* 

My yielding heart ftran|;c flames-did fed,. 

Yet ftill I turn'd my fpinning-whceL 

About my neck his arm he laid. 

And whifperM, RHe, my bonny maid>. 

And with me to yon hay- cock go, 

I'll teach thee better wark to do. - - . - 

In trouth I loo'd the motion weel, 

And loot alane my fpinning-wheel*. 

Amang the pleaiant cocks of hay. 
Then with my bonny lad I lay ; 
What laffie, young anddft as I,. 
Cou'd iic a handfome lad deny ? . 

Thcfe pleafures I cannot reveal, 

That far furpail -the fpiniiing- wheel. ' 

Oa- 



OF CHOICE SON as:. 175: 

On the Marriage of the R. H. Lord 
G — and Lady K — C-rr, 

A S O N G, 

To the tune of, Th^. highland laddie* 

Brig a.n.t iir pr 
Ij^T OW all thy vlr^iix-fweets^ are nuae;^ 
r\I And all the ihining ch^nns that grace thee* r 
My fair Melinda^ come, reclme 

Upon mjrbrcall, while I embrace thee^. 
And tell without diilembling art» . - 

. My happy raptures in thy boibm r 
Thus will I plant within thy hearty 
A. love that fhal^for everbloflbnu .• 

Cho r u s. 
© the happy, happy, brave and bonny,. 
Sure the gods well pleasM behold ye ; 
Their work admire,, fo greaty. ibfair,^. 
And well ia alt your. joys uphold ye^ 

Me L I M D A. 

No more I blufli, now that I'm thinoj . 

To own my love in tfanfport t^der,^. 
Since that £<^ brave a man is nun^y 

To my Briganiius I iurrender.-^ 
By iacrcd tics I'm now to move 
■ As thy exalted thoughts direft-me ; i . . 

And while my fmiles engage thy love^* - 

Thy manly greataefs ftiall protect me, 

GnaRus. 
© the happy, £^ir. 

B R X G A NT I u s. 
Soft fall thy words, like morning-dew. 

New life on blowing flowers beftQwing %' 
Thus kindly yielding makes me bow 

To heaven, with grateful fpirit glowing* 
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My honour, courage, wealth, and wit. 

Thou dear delight, my chiefeft treaTuref 
Shall be employ'd as thou thinks fit. 

As agents for ous love and pleafure^ 

Ch o« V s. 
O die happy, &c. ,. / 

Mklinita. '. . ., u. : /\ 
With my Brigantius I could live ■ \ .■ ■. , t yya } 

In- lonely cotts, befide a mountain, V ? .- k.. s 
And nature's eaiy wants relieve 

With fhepheras fare, and quaiF the fbuntaia^. . 
What pleafes thee, the rural grove, . :•/ 

Or congrefs of the fair and witty, . '\ : . , 

Shall give me pleafure widi thy lovr,. 

In plauis rctir'd or focial* city. 

Chorus^ •'■ 

O the happy, Uc. ' , 

Br igantius*^ . «'^ 

How fweetly canft thou charm my- Mlk^ 

O lovely fum of my defircs- ! . . 
Thy beauties ail my cares controul. 

Thy virtue all that's good infpiires.. . /,^ 

Tune every inflrument of found, . * 

Which all thy mind divinely raifes. 
Till every height and dale rebounds, ... , j 

Both loud and fweet, xAy darliQg^s praiibs*. . . 

Chorus. 
O the happy, ifc, 

M E L FN D A. 

Thy love gives me the brighteft fhine. 

My happinefs is now completed. 
Since all that's generous, great, and fine, . 

In my Brigantius is united ; 
For which I'll ftudy thy delight. 

With kindly tale the time beguiling^ 
And round the change of day and night, 
• Jix throughout life a conftantfmiling. 

0«.e happy, ISc, ^^^^ 



«r ;,C:9 CH € E S a N G S- tjs: 

Ta tHe tune of^ ^Toej myheart thai nut^QtUtfuftdetr-. 

ADiea, ye pkaiant fports and flay^s, •' - " 

Farewell each fcmg diat was mvemng ;. 
L«ve tunes my pipe to motirnfttilaysy :♦ . 

I fing oiDeUa and Ihrntni^ parting; 

I^ng had he lor'd^ and long conceal'd * ' 

l^e dear,, tormenting, pleaiknt paffion,, 
Till Dilia^s mildnefs had prevait'xt 

On him to ihew his inclinadoa. 

Juft as the fair-one feem'dto give 

A patient ear to his love-ftory^ 
Damon muft his Delia leave. 

To go in qneft of toilfome glory, 

Half-ipoken words hung on his tongne,. 

Their eyes refus'd the uiiial meeting ; 
And fighs fupply'ddieir wonted ibng, 

Theie charmmg fouls were chan^d to weeping;. 

Peat idol of my fbuly adieu : 

Ceafe to lament, but ne'er- to love me 7 • - 
While Damon lives, he lives for you^. 

No other charms fiiall ever move mci 

Alks! who knows, when parted far 

From Deliaj but ycfu may deceive Ber ? •' , 

The thought deftroys my heart with care^. 
Adieu, my dear, P fear^ for ev«r- 

If ever I forget my vows 3, 

May then my guardian angef leave me :* 
Ani more to aggravate my woes. 

Be you fo good as to forgive me. ^ K. 



0%t 
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1 met ayont the kairay» . ^ ' 

Jenny Nettlesj Jenny Nettlej,. . .- ' . '... ..j 

Singing till her bairnyy , "V 

Roifin Rattlers hsL&zrd i 
To flee the dool upo' the ftoot 

And ilka ane that mocks her». 
She roand albout feeks Rohn o«t^ 

To ftap it in his oxter. 

Fy, fy! Robin Rattkr \Jjf 

Robm Rattle^ Robin RattU^ ' [' \ 



Fyy fy ! Robin Rattle, 
Uie Jenny 



' Jenny Nettles kindly : 
Score out the blame, and fhon the Ihame^ 

And withoat mair debate o't» 
Tak hame your wean» make Jenny fida 

The leel and leefomei gate o^t. 



Jocky's fou, and Jennt*s faiii^ 

'tOcky fou, Jenny fain, 

J Jenny was nae ill to gainr 

She was coudiy, he was kind. 

And thus the wooer telUd his miadL . 

Jenny, I'll nae mair be nice^. 
Gi'e me love at ony price ; 
I winna prig for red or wEyt,; 
Love alane can gi'e delyt.. 

Others feek they kenna what. 
In looks, in carriage, and a' that;; 
Give me love, for her I* cotirt : 
Love in love makes a* the iport*. 

Colours mingl'd unco fine. 
Common motives lang finfync,, 
Never can engage my love, . * - c.. . 

VxitU my fancy firft approve^ 



ft 
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It is na meat, but appetite' 
7hat makes our eatinjg; a delyt* 
JBeauty is^t beft deceit ; ' 
Fancy only kens nae -cheat. Q«^ 



Leader-Hattghs and- Yarrow. 

WHen Phapi^liTigtit the asore fides 
With golden rays -enlighfoetli. 
He makes all nature's l^oties rife. 

Herbs, trees, and flowers he qiiick'neth : 
Amongft all thofe he makes his choice. 

And with delight goes thorow. 
With radiant besmis and fihrer ftreams^ 
Are LauUr-Haugbi-mA Tamwu 

—When Arits tho day and night 

In equal length dilrideth, ' 

Auld frofty.54/«rii takes his fl^ht, 

Nae langer he abideth : 
"Then Flora queen, with mantle green, 

Cafb,afF her fbnner fbrrow, - 
And vows to dwell with Certs fell 

In Lea/er'Haugiu and Tarromuu 

Pan playing on his aiten reed. 

And ihepherds him attendin|> 
^o here refort their flocks to feed. 

The hills and haughs commending ; 
With cur and kent upon the bent, 

Singtotbejfan, Good-jnbrrow. 
And fwear nae fie]4s mair pleafures yield* 

Than Leader-Hau^s and Yarrow. 

An houfe there '(lands on Leader fide. 

Surmounting my defcriving. 
With looms fae rare, and windows fair, 

Uik^ Dedalus' contriving : 

Men 
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Men paffing by, do affifxi cry. 

In footh it hath nae marrow ; 
It Hands as fweet on Leader fide. 

As Newmrk does on Tarr9w* 

A mile below, wha lifts to ride. 

They'll hear the mavis Engine ; 
Into St Leonard" A banks {kt^U b&de, . 

Sweet birks her head o'er-hinging : 
The lintwhitC: loud> and, prpgije-proad, . 

With tuneful throatskajidjiarrow. 
Into St Leonards, banks they iing. 

As fwcetly as in Tarrmu. 

The lapwing lilteth o'er the lee. 

With nimble wing Aieffporteth. .... . . 

By vows fhe'll ft^ far ftaei the tree ' - . 

Where Philomel reforteth : 
By break of day, the larlccan.fty^ : 

ril bid you a good-morrow,-. ' ■ . 

I'll ftreek my wing, and moundng jfing, : ; 

O'er Leader-Haughs and Yamyw* 

Park, Wanton-fwafws^ aiid Wooden-cleugh^ 

The eaft and weftern Mainfesy 
The wood of Lauder^ % fair enoBgh, 

The corns are good in Blainjhes, 
Where aits are fine, and fald be kind. 

That if ye fearch all thorow 
Mearns, Buchan, Mar, nane better are 

Than Leader-HaugJb^ andlTarroiv. 

Jn Burn Mill-hog and Whitjlade (haws, 

The fearful'hare fhe haunteth, 
Brig'haugh and Braid-woodjheil fhe knaws, 

And Chapel'ivocd frcquenteth. 
Yet when (he irks, to Kaidjly birks 

She rins, and fighs for forrow. 
That (he (hould leave fweet Leader^ Haughsy 

And cannot win to rarrc-iv* 
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What fweefter mufic wad ye heai-> 

Than hounds and beigles crying ^ 
The ftarted hare rins hard with fear. 

Upon her ^eed relying^ 
But yet her ftrength it fails at length, 

Nae beilding can flie borrow 
In SorrePs field> Cleckman or Hag% 

And fighs to be in Tarro^^t 

For Rocknuoody RingnJi^had, Sfoiv, ^l^a£^ 

With fight and fcent porftielicr. 
Till ah I her pith begins to flag, 

Nae cunning can refcue her. 
O^r dub and dyke, o*er feiigh and fyke. 

She'll run the fields all thorow. 
Till fail'd flie fa's in Leader- Haugbs^ 

And bids fcew^ll to Tarrot/iy. 

Sing ErJUngttn and Co'imleukno'voSf 

Where Homes had anes commanding : 
And Drygrange widi thy milk-white ews, 

'Twixt Ttxjeed and Leader landing : . ■ 
The bird that flies through Reedpath trees. 

And Gledfwood banks ilk morrow. 
May chant and fing> Sweet Leader-Haughs^ 
' And bonny howms of Yarrow* 

But minftrel Burn cannot afTwage 

His 'grief, while Uf*e endureth. 
To fee the changes of this age. 

That fleeting time prpcurcth ; 
For mony a place ftands in hard caft. 

Where blyth fowk kend nae forrow. 
With Homes that dwelt on Leader fide. 

And Scots fhat dwelt on Yarrttw. 



For the fake of Somebody. 



FOR the fake oFfomebody^ 
For the fake of fomcbody," 
't cou'd wake a winter-night-. 
For the fake of fomebody : 
Vol. JL * Q^ 
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I am gawn to feek a wife, 

I am gawn to buy a plaidy ; 
I have three ftane of woo> 

Carling, is thy daughter ready ? 
For tke fake of/omiMjy Sec. 

fiettyy laflie, fay't thy.fcfi, 

Tho' thy dame be ill to fhoo^ 
Firft we'll buckle, thpn we'll tell. 

Let her flyte afrf iyne come too : 
What iignifies a mither's gloomy 

When love in kifles come in play ? 
Shou'd we wither in our blobo?, 

And in (immer mak nae hay? 
Fortbe/ake^ &^. 

S, H E; 

Ponny lad, I carena by, 

Tho' I try my luck with thee. 
Since ye are content to tyfi. 

The ha'f-m^k bridal band:i^' mc^ 
I'll flip hame, and waih my fest^ 

And fteal on linens fa^ir and clean. 
Syne at the tryfting^rplace we'll meet. 

To do but what my dame has donCk 
Forthefakey &c. 

HE. 
Now my lovely Betty give* 

Confent in fie a heartlbme gate. 
It mc frae a* my care relieves. 

And doubts that gart me aft look blate; 
Then let us gang and get the grace,* 

For they that have an appetite 
Shou'd eat ; — and lovers ftiou'd embrace^; 

If thefe be faults, 'tis nature's wyte. 
For the fake, &C. 



Norland Jocky and Southland Jenny. 



A 



Southland Jenny ^ that was right bonny. 
Had for a {uUor a tvotVatvd ^obrn^ \ 



OF CHOrCtE SON'SS. t^ 

Bttt he was fioanli ba&fu' Wooer^ 

That he cbtt'-d fcaroely ^p^k unto hcr> 

Till blinks-of h<5r beauty, 'aiKi hqpcs o' her fillef, 

Forc'd him «t lail tbteU hts mind tiUher. 

My dear, ^[ito'th-he^ we'll nae lai^r tarry, 

Gin ye'dinio6 me^ Ibt's o'tfr the inoor and inarry* 

SHE. 
Come, come awaj then, sliy norland laddie, 
Tho' we ^an^ neatly, fohfe ttk mm gaudy | 
And albeit 1 have neither gowd nor money. 
Come and I -11 ware 'my 4>eiaiy on thee. 

H E. 

Ye laflcs oPdff fettdi, ye'Vett'^fbr dftfeog.; 
Laflcs of the nofth Wihdltaiiklftg lihS thi^/hiftg : 
My minny wadlfe angi^, ^tid fafewad liAy daddy, 
Shou'd I marry ane as difalc as a "lady. 
For I maun hae a wife that will rife in the morning, 
Cra<ile a* the milk, ^h&'kW^ dlelldtffe a-'ftfatildlng, 
Toolie with her nibours, aiid I^affi St liiy ^nfififn^, 
A norland Jocfy maun hife aiibrlsiftd ^ffiffy. 

SHE. 
My lather's only daugKtiefr and *twchfy*tTi6ufand pound. 
Shall iMver be ^ftow'd on fic a fiUy clown ; 
f or^a' chat i (aad was to \vy what was in ye, 
Goe hame, - ye norknd ^^i, and court your norland 

The auld yt4low-feiir-d i^Mh. ' 

THE yelf<w-h'tffr*d''fe*dife frit^\<^ «i yon brae. 
Cries, Milk the ews, kffi^, larialne of the*fi g;ae > 
And ay (he milk^, m^^^ fhe feng», 
The^ello-w-hair*^ laddie Jhkll be my gd^rttdk. 
And ay fl?e milked^ &c. 

The weather is cauld, and my 'claithing is thin ; 
The ews arc new clipped, they winna bnght in : 
They winna bught in tho' 1 fhon'd die, 
O ycllow-hair'd laddicj. be Und to tnt ; 
They ivinna luvht />, &c. 
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The goodwife cries butt the hovfe, Jemty^ come bea^ 
The cheefe is to mak; and the battnr's to kirii. 
The' batter, and cheefe, and a' (hou'd ibur, 
I']l crack aad kiis wi' my lore ae ha'f-hour ; 
It's ae haT-hQcUTy and we'& e'en make it three. 
For the yellow-hair'd laddie my huiband (halt bcw 



SONG. 

To the tone of, BootbV ilf/inff/» 

FAir, fweet, and young, lecdve a pri^» 
Referv'd for your vidorious eyes : 
From crouds Yvhom at your feet you fee,. 
Oh ! pity, and diflinguiih me. 

No graces can your form improve ; 

But all are loft unlefs you love v 

If that dearpalBon you difdain. 

Your charms and beauty are in vain. X. 

Part of an Epilogue, fung after the a3ing of the Or- 
phan aW Gentle Shepherd in Taylots-haM, by 
a fet of young gentlemen^ January 22. 1729. 

Tunt, Bejfy Bell. 

THus let's ftudy night and day, 
To fit us for our ftation, 
That whcB we're men, we parts may play 

-Are ufeful to our nation. 
For now's the time, when we are youngs 

To fix our views on merit. 
Water its buds, and make the tongue 
iind adions fuit the fpirit. 

Tliis all the fair and wife approve. 

We know it by your fmiling, 
And while we gain refpe^: and love,. . 
^ Our iludies are not toiling^. 
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Socli a^pUcation gives €ielig;ht» 

And in the end proves o^'fiil^ 
Tho' mony a dark and liTekfs wiglit 

May think it hard and piidfol. 

Then never let us think our fame 

And care, when thus cmplby'd. 
Arc thrown away, but deera*l a crlime. 

When youth's by floth deftroy'd ; 
*Tis only afHve ibuls can life 

To fame and ail that's (|4endidy 
And favour in tke(e conquering eves, 

'Gainft whoin no heart's dctenaed. 



The generous (>ciitlemait. A Sakg, 

To the tune of> t^ hf^j bifs ejf SVaii^fimk. 

AS I came in by Ttvic^rfiSe, 
And by the braes ^i Brnnkjmitj 
There iki^i I uw my bonn]^ bride. 

Young fmiling, fwett, and handlbme ^ 
iier fldn was iafter than the down^ 

And white as alabafter ; 
Her hair a (hiniag ^aty brown ; 
In ftra^htnefs nane kicp^fs^d her ;; 

Life glow'd upon hef lap and chteky 

Her clettJ" cch wefeflifj^riiin^f. 
And beautifully turn'd h^t netk. 

Her little breafls juil rifing : 
Nae £lken hofe, with gdoftiets tvA^ 

Or. fhoon with glancing laicesr 
On her fair leg, forbade to fhlfi^^ 

Well (hapen native gtaces . 

Ae little coat, and b^ie^'Whiter 

Was fum of a' her claithirig ; 
Even thae's o'er if(«ikle i trfaii- ddyt%- ^ 

She'd ^\tn cJed wi' naithitig : - 
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She lean'd upon a flow'ry brat. 

By which a burnie trotted ; 
On her 1 glpwr'd my faul away. 

While on her fweets I doted. 

A thoufand beauties of defert 

Before had fcarce alarm'd me. 
Till this dear irtlels ftruck my keart. 

And, bot designing, charm'd me. 
Hurry'd by love, clofe to my breaft 

I grafp'd this fuild of bliffcs : 
Wha fmil'd, and faid, wi^out a prieft. 

Sir, hope for nought but kilTes. 

I had nae heart to do her harm. 

And yet I cou*dna want her ; 
What ihe demanded, ilka charm 

Of hers pled, I fhou'd grant her. 
Since heaven had dealt ta me a rowth. 

Straight to the kirk I led her. 
There plighting her my faith and trowth. 

And a young lady made her. 



The happy Clown. 

How happy is the rural clown, 
"S^ho, far remov'd from noife of town. 
Contemns the glory of a crown. 

And in his { fe retreat, 
Is pleafed with his low degree. 
Is rich in decent poverty. 
From ftrife, from caie and bus'nefs free. 
At once baith good and great ? 



nf?. 



No drums difturb his morning-lleep. 
He fears no danger of the deep, 
*'or noify law, nor courts ne'er heap 
"■ Vxauon on his mijai ; 
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No truin|iets roufe him to the wa^ 
No hopes can bribe, no threats can dare ; 
From ftate-intrigues he holds afar, . 
And liveth unconfin'd. 

Like thofe in golden ages born. 
He labours gently to ^om 
His fmall paternal fields of com. 

And on their product feeds : 
Each feafon of the ^heeling year, 
Induftrious he improves with care ; 
And ftill fome ripen'd fruits appear^ 

So well his toil fucceeds. 

Now by ^ fdver ftream he lies. 
And angles with his baits and'flies^ 
And next the fylvan fcene he tries. 

His fpirit to regale : 
Now from the rock or height he views 
His fleecy flock, or teeming cows, * 

Then tunes his reed, or tries his mufe, ' 

That waits his honed call. 

Amidft his harmlefs eafy joys, 
Njo care his peace of mind aeftroys. 
Nor does he pafs his time in toys 

Beneath his juil regard : 
He's fond to feel the zephyr's breeze, 
To plant and fned his tender trees : 
And for attending well his bees. 

Enjoys the fweet reward. 

The flow'ry meads, and filent coves. 

The fcenes of faithful rural loves. 

And warbling birds on blooming groves, 

Afibrd a vsdfti'd delight : 
But O ! how pleafant is>this life ? 
Blefs'd with a chafle and virtuous wife. 
And children pratling, voicf of ftrife. 

Around his fire at night. 
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Willy waS a wanton Wa^. 

WlUy was a wasitdn wag. 
The blytheft lad that ett I faW, 
At bridals ftill he bore the bra^. 
And carry 'd ay the gfce tw:i : 
His doublet was of ZetlanJ ftoi^^ 

And wow ! but Wiify he was brtW> 
And at his fliouder hang a tag. 
That pleas'd the laflts beft of a\ 

He was a man without a clag^ 

His heart was frank with<Hit h fla^v 5 
And ay whatever IFilly iaid. 

It was flill hadden as a law. 
His boots they were made df the jag», 

When he went to the wei^on-lhaw,, 
Upon the green nane durft him brag^ 

The fiend a ane araan|; them a'. * 

And was not Witfy if^ell wpfth |iow*d ? 

He wan the love of great ana fma*^ j 
For after he the bride had kifs'd. 

He kifsM the lafles halc-fale a'. 
Sae merrily round the ring they rOw'd,. 

When be the hand he led them a', 
And fmack on fmack on them be{low'd>. 

By virtue of a {landing law. 

And was na Willy a great lown, 

As ihyre a lick as e'er was feen ? 
When he danc'd with the laffes round, 

The bridegroom fpeer'd where he had becnt..' 
Quoth Willyy I've b^en at the ring, 

With bobbing, faith, my ftiahks ate fair ^ 
Gae ca' your bnde and maidefts lii. 

For Willy he dow do nae mair. 

Then reft ye, Willy ^ III gae out,. 

And for a wee fill up the ring. 
£nt, jfliame light on his CovipleAiviiMtv 
ifc'wanted Willfh Vsarvton f^m^» 
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Then ftraight he to the bride did fare. 
Says, Well's me on your bonny face, , 

With bobbing Willf^ fhanks are fair. 
And I am come out to £11 his place. 

Bridegi;Oom, fhe fays, you'll {poil the dante^ 

And at the ring youll ay be lag, 
Unlefs, like WiByy yc advance ; 

(O ! Willy has a wanton leg) ; 
For wi't he learns us a* to fleer. 

And fbremofl ay bears up the ring ; 
We will finil nae fie dancing here. 

If we want ^//^'s wanton fling. W. W. 

Celiacs Refleftions on herfelf f6r 
flighting Pkilanjoer's Love. 

To the tune of. The gallant Jboemakir^ 

YOung PbilanJer woo*d me lang. 
But I was peeviih and forbad him^ 
I wadna tent his loring fang ; 

But now I wifh, I wifh I had him : 
Ilk morning when I yi«w my glafs. 

Then I perceive my beauty going ; 
And when the wrinkles feize the face. 

Then we may bid adieu to wooing. , 

My beauty, anes fo much admired, 

I find it facing fait, and flying. 
My cheeks, which coral-Uke appear'd. 

Grow pale, the broken blood decaying. 
Ah ! we may fee ourfelves to be. 

Like fummer-fruit that is unfhaken ; 
When ripe, they foon fall down and die, , 

And by corruption <|iuckly taken. 

Ufe then your time, ye virgins fair. 

Employ your day before 'tis evil ; 
Fifteen is a feafon rare. 

But five and twenty is the devil. 



Juft when ripe» amfent untoH, 
Hug nae mairydurifiuidlyipillow ; 

Women are like o tlai r^ fru it. 
They lofe their OfcMi <i^hen teo mellow. 

If opport nttity 'be loft, 

Youli find it haid Hbbt regained 5 
Which now I may tell to nry coil, 

Tho' but myfell nane csln^e bhuned : 
If then your fortune youltfipeift, 

Take the occafidn'whtni 4t oi^ ; 
Nor a true lover's fuk n^klft. 

Left you be fcoFdfer'bciiig fccjflw. 

I, ^by4lis/ond1expreflions, thought, 

Th^ rh Iris lovc-h^d tte'erprovt changiiig ; 
Bnt now, alsis ! 'ti(B tiOnVltoiiaught, 

And, pad my hope, he's.gane a-raagiQg. 
Dear msadefls, *flien take .my 'advice. 

And let na coyTBt^^^i»¥t yout'TVik ^ 
For if ye be o'erifeolilfti«»ce. 

Your fuitors will give ev^r WD6itfg> 

Then maidens ^«A/ y<ni nattiM will be. 

And in that frecfft' ^rank Ibe nutrfbePd, 
As lang as life ; aaid when *ye die. 

With leading aj«fts te«ver*ctfftibci:M : 
A punifhment, and hated brand. 

With which nane tit Us iare contetfted ; 
Then be not wife behind tte h^nd. 

That the miftake may be prevtSfttted-. 
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The young La<lies Thanks to the 1 
pen ting Virgin, for hw feafona! 
Advice. 

O Virgin kind ! we canna teH 
How many mahy thanks we owe yon^ 
For poin ring out to us fae well 
Tho(c very recks that did o'wOmo^n ^om % 
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\nd we your leflbn fae (hall imnd; 

That e'en tho* a' our kin bad fwore* it^ 
Lre we ihall be an llDur behind) 

We*ll take a year orjtwa befbie iu 

^ell catch all wind» bliw in our fails. 

And ftill keep out cnr^fk/t^ and'pinnec ; 
[f young Philander anes aiTail^ 

To ftorm love'*. ftftj then h»<fkall winit : 
We may indeed, for modieftjs 

Prefent our forces for re(atanee-; . 
But we fhall quickly Ifty tketo^hy. 

And contribute toltis affidaneew 



.■ i BW P J i J.. J ^ 



The Stepdwgltt.er'a R3el4e€ 

To the tune ofj The kirk ^nva/i Jet jne hei 

I Was anes a welJ^toch^rM ]a&. 
My mither left doUarstojne ; 
But now I'm brought to a»poor.>pais,. 

My flepdame has gart them flee. 
My-ftrthcr-hc^s aftcn frae hamc. 

And flie plays the^deel with his g^ar ; 
She ncittechas lawdth nor (hame> 
And keeps the hale houfe in a fteer. 

She's barmyrfac'd, tturiftlefs, ai^d bauld. 

And gars me .aft fret \ and repine ; , 
While hungrij^, ha'f naked* and.^a»ldi 

I fee her deftroj. wJbat's miue^ : 
But foon I might hopjs a.rsveng^\ 

And fbon of my iorrows be/ire^. 
My poortitlLto. plenty ,wa(lcliaog!B, , 

If flie were hung up on a tree. 

Quoth S.ingany wha lang time '.had- loo'd. 

This bonny lafs tendfcrly, 
I'll take thee, fweetil^, inethyfnood^, 

Qif thou wilt gae hame with mc. 



^T\\ 
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*Tis only yoarfcU that T want. 

Your kindnefs is better to me 
Than a' that your ftepmother, icBnt 

Of grace^ now has taken frae thee. 

I'm but a young fanner, 'tis true, 

And ye are the fpFOUt of a laird.; * « 

But I have milk-cattle enow. 

And rowth of good rucks in my -yard i 
Ye (hall have naithing to fafh ye. 

Sax fervants flial jouk to thee : 
Then kilt up thy coats, my laffie. 

And gae tny ways hsune with me. 

The maiden her reafon employ'd. 

Not thinking the offer ainite, 
Coofcnted ; — while Ringan o'erjoy^d. 

Received her with mony a kifs. 
And now fhe fits blythlv fingan. 

And joking her drunken ftepdame. 
Delighted with her dear Ringan^ 

That makes her goodwife at hame. 



Jeany, where has thou been? 

OJeany^ Jeanyy where has thou been ? 
Father and mother are fceking of thee ; 
Ye have been ranting, playing the wanton. 

Keeping oijocky company. 
O Betty, F've been to hear the mill clack^ 

Getting meal ground for the family ; 
Asfo-w as it gade I brang hame thefack^ 
For the miller has taken neie mo-auterfrae 9ni. 

Ha ! Jeany, Jeany, there's meal on your1)ack. 
The miller's a wanton billy, and flee; 

Tho' visual's come hame again hale, what^reck> 
/ fear he has taken his mowter aff thee. 
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Andy Betty, ye fpreadyour Hnen to hUachf 
When that luas done, nvhere coudyou be f 

Ha ! la/h I fatM ye Jlip d(fwn the hedge^ 
Ami 'wanton Willy nuas fidltnuing thee* 

Ay, Jeanyj Jeany^ ye gade to the kirk ; 

But when it (kai?d, where cou'd thou be ? 
Ye came na hame till- it was mirk, 

THey fay the kiffing clerk came wi' ye^ 
O filly laffie, what wilt thou do ? 

If thou grow great, they'll heez thee hie. 
Look to your/ell y if']o^ pro've true : 

The ckrkfrae cr^epies ivtll keep me,/)'ee, Q^ . 

, ■ . ■■ ^ , . ^ . . . .^ 

SONG. 

To the tune of, Laji time I came o^er the moor* 

YE blytheil lads, and lafTes gAy^ 
Hear what my fang difdofes. 
As I ae morning flceping lay 

Upon a bank of rofes. 
Young Jamie whilking o'er the mead. 

By good luck chanc*d to fpy me : 
He took his bonnet aff his head, i 

And faftly Yat down by me. 

Jamie tho^ I right meikle priz'd. 

Yet now I wadna ken him ; 
But with a frown my fece di%uis'd> 

And ilrave away to fend him : 
But fondly he ftill nearer preft. 

And hy my fide down lying,. 
His beating heart thumped fae fafl^ 

I thought the lad was dying. 

Sut fliH refolving to deny, 

And angry panion feigning, 
1 aften roughly fhot him by. 

With words full of difdaininf. 

Vol., IL • R ^^Qt 
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Poor Jamie bawk'd, nae favour wins. 

Went alF much difcontented 5 
Put I in trutk for a' my iins 

Ne'er haff fae fair repented* 



Th^ .Cock Laird, 

A Cock laird fou cadgie. 
With Jenny did meet, ^ 
He ^aws'd her, he kifs'd her. 

And ca'd her his fweet. 
Wiit thou gae alang 

Wi' me, Jennyy Jenny ? 
Thoufe be my ain leihman, 
Jo Jenny, quoth he. 

If I gae alang wi'ye. 

Ye maunna fail 
To feaft me with caddels 

And good hacket-kail. 
The deel's in your nicety, 

Jenny, quotli he, 
Mayna bannocks of bear-meal 

Be as good for thee ? 

And I maun hae pinners^ 

With pearling fet round, 
A fkirt of puddy, 

And a waftecoat of brown, 
Awa with fie vanities, 

Jenny, quoth he. 
For kurchis and kirtlea 

Are fitter for thee. 

My lairdfhip can yield me 
As meikle a-year. 
As had us in pottage 

Jini l^ood knockit bear : 



B«t 
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But having nae tenant5y 

O Jenny, Jenny, 
To buy ought 1 ne'er have 

A penny, quoth he^ ' 

The borrowftoun mercbanfa 

Will fell ye on. tick, 
For we maun iae braw things^ 

Abeit they foud break. 
When broken, frae care 

The fools are fet ii^t. 
When we make them lairds 

In the Abbey, quoth ite. 



The Soger Laddie. 

MY foger laddie is ovtr the fea. 
And he will bring gold and money to me j 
/hen he comes hame, he'll make me a lady. 
My bleffiog gang with my fbger laddie. 

My doughty laddie is hand feme and brave. 

And can as a fbger and lover behave ; 
True to his country, • to love he is fleady, 

There''s few to compare with my foger laddie. 

Shield him, ye angels, frae death in alarms. 

Return him with laurels to my langing arms y 
Syne frae all my care he'll pleafantly free me, 
' When back to my wifhes my foger ye gie me* 

foon may his honours bloom fair on his browi- 
As quickly they niuft, if he get his due : 

For ia noble aiftions his courage is ready. 
Which makes nie delight in my foger ladxiie. 

R 2. T&» 
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The Arcehrs Marclu 

SOun4> found the mufic, found it. 
Let hilk and dales rebound it :_ 
Let hills and dales rebound it. 
In praife of archery ;. 
Its origin divine is. 
The pradice brave and fine is,. 
Which generoufly inclines us 

To guard our liberty. 

Art by the gods employed. 
By which heroes enjoyed, 
* By which^wrees enjoyed 

The wreaths of vidory.. 
The deity of P^ir/r^^j, 
The god of foft careffes, 
Chaile Cynthia and her la^es, 
vD^Ught.ik archery. 

See, fee yon bow extended ! 
*Tis Jq<v8 himfelf that bends xtj 
Tis Jo've himfelf that bends it. 

O'er clouds on high it glows*. 
All nations, 7«r^j and Partbiansy 
The Tartars and the Zcythiansy 
The Arahsy Moorsy ana Indians, 
With bravery draw their bows. 

Gur own true records tell us. 
That none cou'd e*er excel us. 
That none cou'd e'er excel us 

In martial archery : 
With fhafts our fires engaging, 
Oppos'd the Romans raging, 
Defeat the fierce Nor^jegian, 

Arid fpared few Danes to flee. 

Wita«i» 
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Witnefs Largs and Loncartte^^ 
Hunkel and Aherlemnyy 
DunkeLzxA Aberlemny^ 

Rojlin and Bwrnockhuriiy 
The Cheviots " ■ ■ — all the border, - 
Were bowmen in brave order. 
Told enemies, iffiirdcr 

They mov'd, the/d n^'er returxiir - 

Sonnd, found the mufic, fouxKl iti 
Let hills and dales rebound it. 
Let hills and dal^ rebound it, . 

Th praiife of archery. • ^ 

Us'd as a game it pleafes. 
The mind to joy it raifes. 
And throws off all difeafes 

Of lazy luxury, 

Largs, where the Nortvegrafif, ht2.dti hy their vJl>' 
Itant. King Haco, werej ^7;fw 1263, totally defeated 
by Alexander IIL King of Scots ; the heroic A- 
L€XANDER, great fteward of ^^Ai*//, -commanded the ■ 
right wing. 

Loncariie, ne^t Pert i>, wheft King Kenneth IIL 
obtained the vidory over the Danes, which was princi- 
pally owing to the valour and jpeiblotioa of the gfll 
brave Hav, and his two fons^. 

Dttnkel,htxc, and in Kyle, and on the banks ofTay, 
our great King Corbredus Gaxdus in three battles 
overthrew 30, 000 Romans ia the reign of the Bmperor 
Domiiian, 

jiherlemny, four miles from Brechin, where King , 
Malcom II. obtained a glorious viftory over the uni- 
ted armies of Danes, Nor*wegians% and CutKhrians, Sec, 
commanded by Sueko King o£ Denmark, and his war- 
like fon Prince Canute. 

Rojlin, about live miles fouth of Edinburgh, where 
iC>,ooo^r^/.f, led by. Sir John Cumin and Sir Simon • 
Fr A9ER, defeated in three battles in one day 30, 000 of' 
their enemies, anno 1303. 

The battles of Bannockburn and Cfccx-iot, ^C, "a.^^ ^<i " 
well known, iliat they require no tioltft, 

R. 1 ^^s^^-* 
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Now, now our care beguiling, • -, - 

When all the year looks imiling,. 

When all the year looks fmiling, - ^ 

With healthful harmony :. 
The fun in glor): glowing, . ' ' 

With morning-dew bellowing, * . 
Sweet fragrance, life, anil growing,, 

Ta flowers and every tree. . 

*Ti9 now the archers royal, 

An hearty band and loyal; .... 

An hearty band and loyal, 

That in juft thoughts agrees 
Appear in ancient bravery,. 
Defpifmg all bafe knavery, - 
Which tends to bring in flavery 

Souk worthy to live i'ree. , ' 

Sound, found the mufic, found it,, 

?ill up the glafs and round wi't, ■ ' 

Fill up the glafs and round wi't,. 

Health and profperity 
T* our great Ch i£f and Officers f. 
T' our Prejident and Cmnjellors : 
To all, who, like their brave forbears,. 

Delight in archery. 

Tbe following SONGS fung in their proper places^ 
at a6lirig of the Gentle Shepherd. 

[The pages referred to, are according to the edition printed for 
A. Donah: Jon, 1761,] 

Sang I. The iva^wking ofthefaulds. 

Sung by Patie, ^.4, 

MY Peggy is a young thing, 
Juil eiiter'd in her teens, 
Fair as the day, and fvvcet as Majy^ 
Fair as the day, and always gay. 
My Peggy is a young thing. 
And Tm net very i,u\d, 
' Vet well I like to m^etV^et ^t 
The wawking of ll[v^ fa\x\d* 



V^^ 
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My Peggy fpeaks ike fweetly^ 
Whene'er we meet alane, 
1 wilh nae mair, to lay my care, 
I wifli nae mair of a' that's rare. 
My Peggy fpeaks fae fweetly. 
To a' the lave I'm cauld ; 
Butihe gars a' my f^irits glow. 
At wawking of the fauld. 

- My Peggy finiles fae kindly> 
Whene'er I whifper love. 
That f- look down on a'* the town; 
That I look down upon a crown. 
My Peggy fmiles fae kindly. 

It makes me blyth and bauld. 
And naething gi!es me fie delighty. 
As wawking of the fauld. 

My Peggy fmgs fae faftly, 
When on my pipe I play ; 
By a' the reft it is confefs'd, ^ 

By a' the reft, that ftie fings beft. 
My Peggy fmgs fee faftly, 

And in her fangs are tald. 
With innocence, the wale of fenfej 
At wawking of the fauld. 



S A N.G II. Fy gar rub her o'er with ftrae. 
Sung by Patie, p. 8. 

DEar Rogevy if your Jenny geek. 
And anfwer kindnef« wirfi a flight,-v 
Seem unconcern'd at her negleft. 
For women in a man delight : 
But them defpife whoVet-foon defeat,. 

And with a fimple face give way 
To a repulfe ; — then be not blate, 
Puih bauldly on^ and win the day*. 
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SANG yilL Mucking of GeordyV Byre.. 
Sung hy Symon, f, l8. 

THE laird who in riches apd honour 
Wad thrive, fhould be kindly and b^^^ 
Nor rack the poor tenants, who labour 
- To rife aboon poverty : 
Elfe, like the pack-horfe that's unfothcr'd. 
And burden'd, will tumble down faint ^ 
Thus virtue by hardftiip is finother'jd,. 
And rackers aft tine their rent. 

•■ . ■ ■ ' ■ ' I . 

SANG IX. Carle and the King come. . 

^K/rg- 4x Maufe, /. 21. 

PEggyy now the king's come, 

Peggy, now the king's come^ 
Thou may dance, and I ftiall fing, 

Peggy, fince the king's come. 
Nae mair the hawkies thou (halt niilk> 
But change thy plaiding coat for iilk. 
And be a lady of that ilk, 

Now, Peggy, fmce the king's come* 

SANG X. Winter was cauld,, and my 
claithing was thin. 

Sung hy Peggy and Patie, /. 26. 

PEGGY. 

WHen fir ft my dear laddie gade to the green hilU 
And I at ew-milkihg firft fey'd my young fkill, 
To bear the milk-bow ie,* nae pain was to me, 
When I at the bughting forgather'd with thee. 

PATIE. 
Whenccrn-riggs war'd yellow, and blew hether-bclh 
Bloom'd bonny on moorland and ftveet-rifmg fblls; 
• . ^ Nae 
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Nae birns, brier, or bf eckens gave trouble to ine. 
If I found the berries right ripen'd for thee. 

PEGGY. . 

When thou ran, or wreftled, or putted the flane. 
And came afF the viftor, my heart was ay fain ; " , 
Thy ilka fport manly gave pleafure to me. 
For nane can put, wreftle, or fun fwift as thee^ 

PATIE. 

Our Jenny fings faftly the Co^den hroom-kuo^s^ 
Aad Rofie lilts fweetly the Milking the e<ws ; 
There's few Jenny Nettles like Nancy can fing. 
At Thronu the luood laddie y Be/s gars our lugs ring : 
But when my dc3.r Peggy fings with better (kill, 
The Boat-man, Tnvee^de, or the. La/s of the milly 
'Tis many timcafweeter andpleafing to me : 
For tho' they ling nicely, they cannot like thee. 

PEGGY. 
How eafy can lafTes trow what they defire i 
And praifes fae kindly increafes love's fire : 
Give me flill this pleafure, my fludy fhall be 
To make myfelf better and fweeter for thee. 

SANG XI. By the delicious ivarmne/s of thy mouth % 

Sung by Patie andFeggy, f.. 27. 

Printed in /i'^ P a s t o R a l , and in this Miscellany, 
voL I. p. 75. 

^ SANG XII. Happy Clown. ~ 

Sung hy Sir William, /. 30. 

HID from himfelf, now by the dawn 
He flarts as frefh as rofes blawn, .- 
And ranges o'er the heights and lawn. 
After his bleating^ flocks j 
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Healthful, and innoccndy ^y 
He chants, snil'whiilles out the day ; 
Untaught to fmile, and then betray, 
like courtly weathercocks* 

Life happy from ambition free, ■ ^ t i 

Envy and vile hypocrifie, J\f 

Where truth and love with joys agree, . 

Unfnlly'd with a crime : r ; ' 

XJnmov'd with what difturbs the great. 
In propping of their pride and ftatc. 
He lives, and, unafraid of fate. 

Contented ipends his time. , ,V 



SANG Xm. Lcith^wyaa* 
Sufjg hy Jenny and Roger, /. 37. 

WEre I affur'd you'll conftant prove, . .; 

You ihou'd nae mair complain^ 
The eafy maid, befet with love. 
Few words will quickly gain ; 
For I mull own, now iince you're free, 

Hiis too fond heart ©f mine 
,Has lang, a black-fole true to thee, 
Wilh'd to be pair'd with thine. 

Roger. 
I'm happy now, ah ! let my head /"* 

.Upon thy bread recline ; . " ^ 

The pleafure ftrikes me nearhand dead I 

Is Jenny then fae kind ! ^ ^ -" 

O let me brifs thee to my heart ! 

And round my arms entwine : ^ * . 

Delytful thought! we'll never part: - : •• 

Come prefs thy mouth to mine. : ^^ -? 

SAN(3 
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SANG XIV. 6'er Bogie, 
Sung iy Jenny, ^ 38. 

'tT/ElI, lagree, vcju'reforeofmc; 

W Next to my father gae. 
Make him content to give con^t. 

Hell hardly iayyou nay : 
For you have what he wad be at, 

^ And will commend you weel, 
Since paixnts auld think love grows cauld, 

- AVhere bairns want milk and meaL 

ShouM he deny, I carena by. 

He'd contradi6l in vain. 
Tho a' my kin had faid and ^worn. 

But thee I will have nane. 
Then never range, or learn to change. 

Like thofe in high decree : 
And if you prove faithfju in love. 

You'll ^d nae fault in^ne. 

SANG XV. Watycwhalmetyeftreen, 
Sung hy Sir William, p. 43^ 

NOW from rufticityj and love, 
Whofe flames but over lowly bum. 
My mitle fhepherd muft be drove, 
' ¥m foul muft take another turn : 
As the tough diamond from the mine. 

In breaking only fhews its light,. 
Till poliflung has made it (hine ; 

Tnoa learning makes the genius br%ht. 

Vot. II. • S SAN<S 
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SANG ^ VI. Kirk wad let me be^ 

Sung hy Patic, /. 49. 

J"XUty and part of reafon 
jf Plead ftrong on the parent's fide^ 
hic^h love fuperior calls treafon ; 
The flrongelt muft be obey'd ; 
For now tho' I'm one of the gentry. 

My conftancy falfehqod repels ; 

For change on my heart ha« np entry^ 

Still there my dear Feggy excels. 



5ANG XVII. Woes my heart that wcfliouli 
funder^ 

Sung hy Peggy, /. 52. 

SPeaJi on, — fpeak thus, and ftill my grieC • 
Hold up a heart that's finking under 
^'hefe fears, that foon will want refief. 

When Pate muft from his Peggy funden 
A jjentler face, and filk attire, 

A lady rich in beauty's bloffom., 
Alakc poor me t tvill now confpire 
. To (teal thee from thy Peggf% bofbm. 

No more the ihepherd who excel! 'd 

The reft, whofe wit made them to wonder. 
Shall now his Peggf% praifes tell ; 

^"ti ! lean die, but never funder. 
Ye meadows where we often ftray'd. 

Ye banks where we were wont to wander, 
^weet-fcented rucks round which we play'd. 

You'll lofe your fweets when we're afunder. 

Again, ah 1 (hall I never creep 

Around the know with filent duty, 
^indly to watch thee while afleep, 

AxiA v/onder at thy matvY^ b^^ut^ ? 
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Hear, heaven^ while folevxnly I row/ 

Tho' thoa (hbuldil prove a wand'ring lover. 

Through life to thee 1 (hall prdVe true. 
Nor be a wife to any* Other. " 

. — .—^ : ^ Mi^ 

SANG XyllL 'Tweed-fide. 
5*^5^ 4j» Peggy,./. 53. ' 

WHen hope was quite funk in defpairV 
My heart it was going to break -, . 
My life appeared worthleTs my cafe. 
But now I will fa^'t for thy fake. 
Wherc-e'er my love travels by day, 
Where-ever he lodges by night. 
With me his dear imag;e fhaU Say, 
And my ibul keep hun ever in iight:^ 

With patience 1*11 wait the fong year,. 

And ftudy the gentleft charms ; 
Hope time away till thou appear. 

To lock thee for ay in thofe ariii^. 
Whilft thou waft a ihepherd, I prized • 

No higher degree in this life ; 
But now ril endeavour to life 

To a height that's becoming thy wife^ 

For beauty that'ii only fkin^deep, 

Muft fade, like the gowans ot May ; 
But inwardly rooted, will keep 

For ever, without a decay. 
Nor age, nor the changes of life,- 

Can quench the fair fire of love; 
If virtsiie's irigrain'd in the wife, 

A nd the hufband hav« fenfe to approve.' 

S z S^ANO 
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SANG XIX. BiaOidboonTr^iguair^ . 

AT fetting day and rifing morR» 
With foul that ftiU fhall love thee, 
ril afk of heaven thy fafc return. 
With all that can improve thee. 
rU vifit oft the birkcn bufh. 

Where firft thoa kindly told ale 
Sweet tales of love, and hid mv blttHu 
Whilft round thou didft infold me. 

To all our haunts I will repair. 

By greenwood fhaw or fountain ; ^ 

Or where the fummer-<day I'd ihare t 

With thee, upon yon mountain. ^ 

There will I tell the trees and flowers^ 

From thoughts unfeignM and tender^ 
By vows you're mine, by love is yours. 

A heart which cannot wanden 

^ " I ■ ■■■■ ■■ ■■*■■ ■■ "• * m 

SANG XX. Bdiuiy grey-ey'd Mom^ 
Sung hy Sir William, /• 5^. 

THE bonny grey-ey'd morning be|;ins to ]>^ep^ ,- 
And darknefs nies before me n/ing ray,. ' 
The hearty liynd ftarts from his lazy ileep. 

To follow healthful labours of the day ; 
Witliout a guilty fling to wrinkle his brow^ 

The lark and the linnet tend his leyiec. 
And he joins their concert, driving his plow,. 
From toil of grimace and pageantry tree. 

While flufter'd with wine, or madden'd with Io(s- 
Of half an eftate, the prey of a main, . - 

The drunkard and gamcfter tumble and tofs, 
Wiihing for calmncfs and fl umber in vain. 



Av 



Be my pordon health atad qpiet3iefit>£ii!ifid; 

Plac'd at due diftanoe from parties and flate. 
Where neither ambiticmy nor avarice bUnd^ 

Heach him who has happiners link'd to his ^ite^ 

■ • - r • 

fa ' " ' " ■'■■ . ' » ? 

On our Ladies being drefied in Scots* 
manufaAory, at a public Aflembly. 

A S ON G. 

To the tune of, O V the hiUr and far Ofwaj^ 

T £T meaner beauties u(e their art, 
1 .^ And range ho^ InSes for their drefs^- 
Our fair can captivate the heart 

Inr native weeds,, nor look the leis. 
More bright Bfib6ri;ow'd beauties ihine^^ 

The artleft (Weetnefs of each face 
Sparkles with luihres moFC divine,- 

When £%ed ofevery^fordgngrace*. 

The tawn^ nymph on icorchihc; plains>>. 

May uie theaid of eems and paint,. 
Deck wtth brocade zml^jrian ftaihs 

Features of ruder form and taint. 
Y^iX Caledonian ladies wear. 

Or from die lint or !vooll<;n twine; 
iUom'd by all their fweets, appeaci 

Whatever we can imagine fine* 

Apparel x»at becomes thefair. 

The dirty dtcfs may lovers cool ^- 
But deanr^ our maids need have no care^^ 

If clad in linen, iUk oi* wool.^ 
T' adore iH[pr/r7/a who can ceafe ? 

Ifer oBi've tbarms our.praiie demand, « 
Clad in a mantua, fh>m the fleece^ 

Spun by;, her owa4elighted hand. 

'Who can behold Ca///fa's eyes, 
ifcr bre^ her check, and faowv «tifi«, ^ 
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And mind what ardftscan devife, " - 

To rival more fupenor charms ? 
Compared with thole,* the diamond's dull. 

Lawns, fatins, and the velvets fade f 
The foul wi^h her attra^ons full, 
' Can never be by thele betray'd. 

S^appkiraj all o'er native iwctts. 

Not the falfe glare of drefs regards. 
Her wit, her chara(5ler completes. 

Her fmile her lovers /ighs rewards.. 
When fuch firft. beauties lead the way, 
■ Th' inferior rank will follow foon ; 
Then* arts no longer ihall decay. 

But trade encourag'd be in tujie. . 

Millions of fleeces fhall be wove, . 

And flax that on the valleys blooms. 
Shall make the naked nations love* 

And blefs the labours of our looms : . . . ' 

We have enough, nor. want from them. 

But trifles hardly worth oiir care. 
Yet for thefe trifles let them claim 

What food and cloth we have to (pare. 

HovV happy's Scotland in her fair \ 

Her amiable daughters (hall. 
By adling thus with virtuous care. 

Again the golden age recall : 
Enjoying them, Eciina ne'er 

Shall mifs a court ; but fbon advance 
In wealth, when thus the lov*d appear 

Around the fcenes, or in the dance. 

Barbarity fl^all yield to fenfe. 

And lazy pride to ufeful arts. 
When fuch dear angels in defence 

Of virtue thus engage their hearts. 
Blefs'd guardians of our joys and wealth. 

True fountains of delight and love. 
Long bloom your charms, £x'd be your health. 

Till tir'd with earth ye mount above. 

Habldy- 
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H A R p Y KN U T E. 

A Fragment of an oU hemic Ballad* 

I. 

STately ftept he eaft the wa, 
And flately ftept he weft, 
Full feventy years he now had feen. 

With fcarce feven years of reft. 
He liv'd when Britons breach of faith 

Wrought Scotland meikle wae : 
And ay his fword tauld to their coft. 
He was their deadly fae. 

11. 

Hie on a hill his caftle ftude. 

With halls and towers a hight. 
And giddly chambers fair to lee. 

Where he lodg'd mony a knight. 
His dame fae pierlefs anes and fair. 

For chafte and beauty deimt, 
Nae marrow had in all the land^ 

Save Elenor the Queen. 

III. 
Full thirteen fons to him. ihe bare. 

All men of valour ftout : 
In bluidy fight, with fword in hand,. 

Nyne loft their lives bot doubt ; 
Four yet remain, lang may they live 

To ftand by liege and land : 
Hie was their fame, hie was their mighty 

And hie was their command. 

IV. 

Great love they bare to Fairly fair,. 

Their fifter faft and deir. 
Her girdle fhawd her middle jimp^ 

And gowden glift her hair- 
What waefou wae her bewtie bred ? 

Waefou to young and auld. 
Waefou I trou to kyth and kin,. 

As Roryevcx Uuld, 
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. . V. . ^ . .:,/,.;-/■ 

The king ofiVtfi^ in fummer-dde^ 

Pttft> up with power and mr^t>, . ^ 
Landed in. ^ur Sc^kmd the ifle» 

With mony a hardy knight : 
The tidings to our gude Stots Xing. 

Came as he fat at dyne. 
With noble chiefs in brave, array^ 

Drinking the blude-red wynei . . 

VI. ^ %*■•• 

** To horfe, to horie, mv royal licgc,. . - %. 

** Your faes ftatod on the firand, 
" Full- twenty thoufand glittering ^eax;^: ' \^. 

" The king of iVo;^ commands. . ^ * 

Bring mi my fteedy M^A^ty iaffU gr^f^ 

Our gude king raife and cry 'd ^ 
A trufiur heaft in all the land 

A Scots king nevtrfy^d.. 

vin , •■' 

Go, lif tie pager tell HzrdykntUt^> {. 

Tl?at li'ves on hillfo hie, 
7o draiv his fijoord the dreid offaetf . 

Andhafie andfollo^w me. 
The little page ffew fwift as dart 

Flung by his mafter's arm, 
Qome do^wn^t come donun, i^cr^Hardyknutey/^ 

And redd your kingfrxie harm, 

vm: 

Then reid,. retd grew his dark-brown, cheikt^. 
Sae did his dark- brown brow ; 

His looks grew keen as they were wont- 
In dangers great to do ; 

He has tane a horn as green as grafs,- 
And gien five founds fae (brill, 

That trees in green wood (hook thereat^ « 
Sae loud rang ilka hill. 

IX. 
^18 fbns in manly fpoit arvd^Uc,. 
.' Had paft the^funim.w*s moixiv 
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When lo ! down in a grafly dale,. 

They heard their father's horn. 
That iim, qaoththey;, nt^erfoknlitinfaii^y 

Wi have other /port to iy^ I 
And fi)on they hey'd them up the hill* 

And §o&i were at his fyde; 

X. 

Latiy lateyeftreen Inneindifipeate^ 

To enJfi^ Ungthneil lifl^ 
My age might tuetl excujfe my afiay 

Frae manly feats of ft rife. *y « 
Jiut now that NoHe doe* f ramify h^ajt 

Fair Scotland to enthrally 
Its. n^er be f aid of Hardy knute> 

He fear' d to fight or fall. 

XL 

Robin £/*Roth&y, headtfyiw^ 

Thy arronjn flfootfo /w7, 
Motn a comely countenance 

fhey have turned to dndfypak : 
JSrade Thomas, takyt hat your lance^ 

Ye meid nae ^weapons mairp 
Cif ye fight mneit as ye did ones- 

'^Gai^ We^tmoTlaskd*s fierce heifi. 

xn. 

Malcom» Ughtoffoot asftag 

That runs inforeft nvyldf 
Get me my thoufands three ofmen^ 

Well bred toftvord andjhield i 
Bring me my horfe andharmfiner 

Hty blade of metal cUir> 
If faes kend but the hand it bare,. 

They foon had fled for fear. 

XXH. 
Fareivteily my damti fae pierkfs goody. 

And took her by the hand. 
Fairer to me in ageyoufeem, 
' Than maids for beauty fdnCdT:. 
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My youngefl fon fall here remain 

To guard theje ftately tcwirsj 
And put ihefil'ver bolt that keips 

Saefafiyour painted hoivirs^ 

XIV. 

And firft Ihe wet her comely cheiks. 

And then her boddice green, 
Hir iilken cords of tw istle twittr' 

Weil plett with filver fheen f 
And apron (et with mony a dycc 

Of needle-wark fac rare, , 
Wove by nae hand, as ye may guefs^ 

Save that of Fairly fair. 

XV. 

And he has ridden owre muir and mofs, 

Owre hHls and mony a glen, ... 
When he came to a wounded knight 

Making a heavy mane ; ' 

Here maun I iye, here maun I dye^ 

By treacherous fal/e Oyles ; 
Witlefs I fwas that^er ga<ve faitb 

To ^wicked lAjoman^sJmyles, 

XVT. 

Sir Knight, gin ye nvere in myhotwiry 

To lean on Jilken feat. 
My ladfs kindly care you^ d prove^ 

Wha neir kend deidly hate j 
Hirfelf luald ^atchye all the dayy 

Her maids a deid of nicht ; 
And Fairly /air your heart ivald cheir^ 

As Jhe Jiands inyourjsght, . 

xvir. 

Arife^ young knight ^ and mount your ft eid^ 

Full loivNs the Jhynand day, 
Chujefrae my menxie nvhom ye pleafe '■ ' ^ 

To lead ye on the ^vay. 
With fmylefs look and vifage wan. 

The wounded knight reply'd. 

Kin 
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Kind cbifiainy your intent fur/ue. 
For heir I maun ahyd^ 

XVIU, 
^0 me nae after day nor night 

Can eir befweit prfair^ 
But foon heneath fome drapping trie-i 

Cauld death fall end my care. 
With him nae pleading might prevail^ . 

Brave Hardyknute to gain. 
With faireft words and reafon ftrang> 
Strave courteoi^y in vain. 

XIX. 
Syne he has gane far hynd attowrc^ 

Lord Chat tan's land faewyde. 
That lord a worthy wight was ay. 

When faes his courage fey'd .: 
Of PiStiJh race by mother's fyde. 

When Pias rul'd Caledon, 
Ix>rd Chattan claim'd the princely maid^ 

When he fav'd PiSiJh crown. 

XX. 

Now with his fierce and ftalwart train^ 

He reach'd a rifing height, 
Whair braid encampit on the dale, 

Norfe army lay in fight ; 
Tonder^ my 'valiant fans and f eir s.^ 

Our raging ra-vers ivait 
On the unconquer^d Scottifhyoy^/V^ 

To try nvith us their fate. 

XXL 

Mak orifons to him thatfav^d 

Our fauls upon the rude% 
Syne hra'vely Jhatjo your ^veins arefilVd 

With Caledonian hlude. 
Th«n furth he drew his trufty glairc^ 

While thoufands all around. 
Drawn frae their fheaths glanc'd in the fun, 

And lood the bougils found. 
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XXTL 
To j(nn his king adoim llie hill 

. In hafte his march he made, 
Wfayle, playand pibrochs minfiraOs meit» 

Afore him ftately ftradc 
^bryfe 'welcome *o alt ant ftoup rf wflr, 

Tfy not ion* s Jhield and pry dt ; 
^hy king nae reafon has tofkir 
When thou art ky hisfydi. 

XXIIL 
When bows were Jbeat and darta weie thrtwiy 

For thrang fcarce could they flie. 
The darts clove arrows as they nict. 

The arrows dart the trie. 
Lang did they rage and fight fall ^erce^ 

With little fkaith to man, 
Butbluddy, bluddy was tho fields 

Ox that lang day was dane. 

XXIV, 

The king of ^f0/j that itndle braik^d 

The war that look'd like play, 
Drew his braid fword, and brake his bow* 

Sen bows feimt but delay : 
Quoth noble Rothfayy Myne VHhip^ 

I ivate its hied a /core, 
Hafte upy n^ merry men^ cry*d the king. 

As he rade on before, 

XXV. 

The king of Norfe he fought to find. 

With him to menfe the fight. 
But on his forehead there did light 

A (harp unfonfie (haft ; 
As he his hand put up to find 

The wound, an arrow keen, 
O waefou chance ! there pinn'dhis hand 

In midft between his een. 

XXVI. 

Hevenge^ re^venge^ cr^d Rothfay'j Ifeir^ - 
ZlMfr mail-coat faU nocht hjdz 
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Tkeftrengtb and Jharpn^s of my dart ; 

Then fent it through his fydc : 
Anodier arFOw weil he mark'd. 

It pierc'd his neck in twa. 
His hands then quat the iilver reis^ 

He laigh as eard did fa. 

XXVII. 
Bairhlieds my lieze^ /dir<, fair be blUdu 

Again with might he drew 
And eefture dreid his ftardy bow, :-' /' 

FaS the braid anx)w flew. 
Wae to the knight he ettled at. 

Lament now, Quene Elgried\ 
Hie dames too wail your darling's fall. 

His youth and comely noeid. ^ 

XXVIII. 
Take aft take aff bis coftly jupe^ 

(Of gold weil was it twin*d. 
Knit lyke the fowlers net, through which 
His fteilly harnefs fliynM) ; 
'ake^ Norfe, that gift f rax me, and hid 
Him venge the hlude it heirs \ 
Say^ if he face my hendedhomh 

He Jure nae tveafonfears^ ... 

XXIX. 
IVoud Norfe, with gi^t body tall. 

Braid fhoulders and arms-^rong, 
Cry'd, Habere is Hardykiiute faefam'dy 

Andfeir^-dat Britain'j throne? 
The Britons tremble at his name, 

tfoonjhall make him iM ail 
That eir myfword was made foe Jharp, 

Saefaft bis coat of mail* 

XXX. 

That brag his (lout heart could na byde, 

It lent him youthful might : 
Pm Hardyknute this day, he cr/d, 

To Scotland*'/ king I height. 

Vol. 1. * T T«^ 



N-, 



%2Q A. C O L L ECTI ON 
xxxipc. 

There on a lie whair ftands a doTsy 

Set up for monuinent^ 
Thoufands full fierce that fuoimer's day 

'Fiird keen waris black intent. 
Let Scotsy while Scots^ praife Hartfyhtutn 

Let Nor/e the name ay dr^id ; 
Ay how he faught, aft how %& fpaird, 

Sal lateft ages reid^ 

XL. 

Loud and chill blew w^ftlin wind, 

Sair beat the heavy fhowify 
Mirk grew the night eir Hardyknuii 

Wan neir hisHatcly tower ; 
His tower that us'd wkh torches bieiie> 

To Ihyne fae far at night» 
Seim'd now as black as mourning weid» 

Nae mervel fair he (eight. 

XLi. 

Thtre^s nae Ugh in my ladfs honvir^ 

There's nae light in my hall ; 
Nae hlynk Jhynes round my Fsdrly Jair, 

Nor Wzx^Jlands on my wall. 
What bodes it ? Robert, Thomasy2y^. 

Nae anfwer fits their dreid. 
Stand hacky myfons^ Vll heyour gyde^ 

But by they pafl with fpeid. 

XLIL 

Asfajl as 1 haefjjcd on,vre Scotland'/ /li^/. 

Their ceill his brag of weir, 
Seir fham'd to mynd ought Jbut his dame. 

And maiden Fairly fair, 
Elack fear he felt, but what to fear> 

He wift not yet with dreid ; 
Sair Ihock his body, fair his limbs, 

And all the \s arrior fled. 

The 
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The Braes of Yarrow. . 

BXJQl ye, buflt ye, my bonny bonny bii4e, 
Bufk ye, bufk ye, ,my winfome marrow,> 
Bufkye, bulk ye, my bonny bonny bride, 
And let us leave the braes of Tarr^-w. 

Where got ye th^t bonny bo*uy bri4e,' 
Where got ye that winfome marrow ? 
I got her where I duii^ not well berfe«n,* 
P^ing the birkson the braes ofTarraw. 

Weep not,, wieep not, my bonny bonny bride,* 
Weep not, weep not, my winfome marrow. 
Nor let thy heart lamient to leav« 
lining the birks on die braes of Tifirrow. 

Why does (hewp^y. iky bonny bonny bride I 
Why does ihe weep thy winfome marrow ? 
Atui why dare ye nae mair well be' fetn 
Piling the birks on the braes of y^rrcw ? 

Lang muft ihe weep,: lang mitft flie, muft fhe weefpj* 
Lang muft ihe weep with dole and forrow. 
And lang muft 1 nae mair well be ieen, 
Puing the birks on the braes of T'arraw* • 

For fhe has tint her lorer, lover dear,? 
Her lover dear, the cauie of forrow ; 
And I have ilain the comeli?ft fwoin. 
That ever pu'd birks on the htacsof farrow. 

Why runs thy ftream, O T^arroWf Yarrcnv^ reid V 
Why on thy braes heard the voice of forrow. 
And why yon melanchdlious weeds. 
Hung on the bonny .birks of 2^tfrr<?w / 

What's yonder floats on the rueful, rueful flood ? 
What's yonder floats ? O dole and forrow ! 
G '05 the comely fwain I flew 
Upon the doleful braes of Tarro'W^' 

T 3., ^^^Sbw^ 
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Waih» O wa(h his wounds, his wounds in tears, 
His wounds in tears of dole and forrow, 
^nd wrap his limbs in mourning weeds. 
And lay him on the braes of Tarrow. 

Then build, then build* ye fillers, fibers iad. 
Ye fifters fad, his tomb with ^rrow. 
And weep around in woful wife. 
His helplefs fate on the braes of Tarr§w. 

Curfe ye, curfe ye, his uielefs u(ele(8 fhield. 
My arm that wrought the deed of fbrrow^ 
The fatal fpear that pierc'd his breaft. 
His comely breaft on the braes oiTarrow. 

Did I not warn thee not to, not to love. 
And warn from fight ? but to my ibriDW, 
Too raihly bold, a ftronger arm 
Thou mett'ft, and fell on the braes of Harrow. 

Sweet fmells the birk, green grows, green grows the 
Yellow on Harrow's braes the gowan, [grafs. 

Fair hangs the apple frae the rock. 
Sweet the wave of T'arro'w flowan. 

Flows T'arro'w fweet, as fweet, as fweet flows Ttvitd^ 
As cjrecn its grafs, its gowan as yellow. 
As ?weet fmells on its braes the birk, 
The apple from its rocks as mellow. 

Fair was thy love, fair, fair indeed thy love. 
In fiow'ry bands ihou didft him fetter ; 
Tho' he was fair, and well belov'd again. 
Than me he never lov'd thee better. 

Bufkye, then bufk, my bonny bonny bride, 
Bufk ye, then bulk, my winfome marrow, 
Buflc ye, and loe me on the banks of T^veed^ 
And think nae mair on ihe braes of Tarroiv. 

How 
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How can I bofk a bonny bonny bride. 
How can I bulk a winfome marrrow^ 
How loe him on the banks of TweeJ, 
That flew my love on the braes of yarrenv ? 

T'^rrow fields, may never, never rain. 
No dew thy tender blofibms cover. 

For there was vilely kill'd my love, 
My love as he had not been a lover. 

The boy put on his robes, his robes of green, 
His purple veil, 'twas my awn (ewing. 
Ah ! wretched me, I little, little knew. 
He was in thefe to meet his ridh. 

The boy took out his milk-white, milk-white deed, 

Unheeaful of my dole and forrow. 

But ere the toofal of the night. 

He lay a corpfe on the braes of Tarro^v, 

Much I rejoiced that woful, woful day, 

1 fung, my voice the woods returning ; 
But lang ere night the fpear was flown 
That flew my love, and left me mourning 

What can my barbarous, barbarous father do. 

But with his cruel rage purfue me ? 

My lover's blood is on thy fpear ; 

How canft thou, barbai-ous man, then woo me ? 

My happy lifters may be, may be proud, 
With cruel and ungentle fcofiing. 
May bid me feek on JTarnnv^s braes 
My lover nail'd in his colHn. 

My brother Douglas may upbraid, 
. And ftrive with threat'ning words to move me ; 
My lover's blood is on thy fpear. 
How canfl thou ever bid me love thee ? 
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Yes, yes, prepare the bed, the bed oSlove, 
With bridal meets ft>y body cover. 
Unbar, ye bridal maids, the door. 
Let in the expe&ed huAand lover. 

But who the expelled h^fband, hniband is ? 
His hands, methinks, are bath'd in ilaughten 
Ah me ! what ghaftly fpe^re's yb^. 
Comes, in his palefiiroud, blcodiDg after h 

Pale as he is, heie lay him,, lay him ddwfi» 
O lay his cold head on my j^llow ; 
Takeaff; take ^ theie bridal weeds. 
And crown my careful head with yellow. 

Pkfotho* thou art, yet beft, yet beft belov'dr 
O could my warmth to life reOore tbee; 
Yet lie all night between my breafts. 
No youth lay ever there before thee. 

Pale, pale indeed, O lovely, lovely j^outhV 
Forgive, forgive fo foul a daughter. 
And lie all night between my breafts. 
No youth fhafl ever lie thereafter. 

Return, return, O mournful, movmfttl bride,. 
Return and dry thy ufclefs forrow, . 
Thy lover heeds nought of thy fi^s. 
He li^s a corpfe in the braes of Yarrow. 



The End of the Second Volumfv 
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When <we beh§Id her angel face^ 

Or^fuhen Jhefin^ 'with heavenly grace. 

In lAihat twe hear and ivhat ivejee, 

Ho^w ra<vijhgng^s the harmony I 

No charms like CeliaV voice Jurprifii 

Except the mufic of her eyes^ L a NS d o w n . 
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V O L U ME III. 

SONG l/ 

A Nymph of the plain. 
By a jolly yoang (Wain, 
By a jolly young fwain. 

Was addrefs'd to be kind: 

But relendefs I find 

To his prayers fhe appearM, 

Tho* himfelf he endear'd, 
1 a manner fo foft, fo engaging and fweet, 
8 foon might perfuade her his paiSion to me»t. 

How much he ador'd her. 

How oft he implor'd her. 

How oft he implor'd her, 

I cannot expr eis ; 

But he lov'd to excefs. 

And fwore he would die. 

If fhe would not comply, 
I a manner fo ibft, fo engaging and fweet, 
s fooQ might perfuade her nis paffioii xo lattl. 
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While btufhes like roies. 

Which nature compofce. 

Which nature compo&Sy 

Vermilion'd her face. 

With an ardour and grace. 

Which her lover improv'd. 

When he found he had mov'dy 
In a manner fo foft, fb engaging and iwece^ 
As ibon might peifuade her his paffion tamcet. 

When wak'd from the joy, 
' Which their fouls did employ. 

Which their fouls did employ ^ 

From 'her ruby warm lips» 

Thoufand odours he fips,. 

At the fight of her eyes 

He faints and he dies,. 
In a manner fo foft, fo engaging and (weet. 
As foon might perfuade her his paflion to meet; 

But how they fhall part. 

Now becomes all the (mart,. 

Now becomes all the fmart,^ 

Till he vow'd to his fair, 

That to eafe his own care^ 

He woufd meet her again,. 

And till then be in pain^ 
In a manner fo foft, fo engaging and fweet. 
As foon might perfuade her his paffion to meet; 

SONG IL 

SEnd home my long ftray'd eyes to me. 
Which ah ! too long have dwelt on thee ; 
But if from thee they've learn'd fuch ill,. 
To fweetly fmile. 
And then oeguile, 
Keep the deceivers, keep them ftilL 

Send home my harmlefs heart again. 
Which no uirworthy thought could ftain ; 
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Ht if it has been Uueht by diine. 

To forfeit both -. 

Its word and oath» 
eep it, for then 'tis none of mine. 

et fend me home my heart and eyev 
liat I may fee and know thy lies» 
lid laugh one day perhaps when thou 

Shalt grieve for one 

Thy love will fcom, 
.nd prove as falfe as thou art now. 



SONG ni. 

CT ZHilft I fondly view the chaimer, 
VV Thus the god of love I foe, 
ventle Cufid^ pray difarm her, 

CitfUf ifyouloveme, do: 
)f a thoufand fweets bereave lier» 

Rob her neck, her lips, her eyes. 
The remainder ftill will leave her 

Power enough to tyrannize. 

Ihape and feature, flame and paffioki 

Still in every breaft will move, 
dore is fupererogation. 

Mere idolatry of love : 
'ou may drefs a world of Cifhei 

In the beauties ihe can fpare ; 
lear him, C»//V/, who no foe is 

To your altars, or the fair. 

*ooli(h mortal, pray be eafy. 

Angry C»//V/ made reply, 
Do Florelia's charms diipleafe you ? 

Die then, foolifh mortal, die ; 
?ancy not that I'll deprive her 

Of the captivating ftore ; 
Shepherd, no, I'll rather give her 

Twenty thouiand beauties more. 



X2% ' A -"OOLLECTION 

Were Florella proud and ibor, ^ 

Apt to mock a lover's care ; 
Juftly then you'd pray that power 

Shou'd be taken froni t^Le fair : 
But tho' I fpread a blemifh o'er her. 

No relict in that vou'U find ; . 
Still, fond fhepherdy you'U adore her 

For the beauties of her mind. 



SONG IV. 

TEN years, like Trey, my ftubbom heart, 
Withftood th' affiuilt of fond defire : 
But now, alas ! I feel a fmart. 
Poor I, like Troyt am fet on fire. 



y '; 



With care we may a pile Secure, 

And from all common (parks defend : 

But oh ! who can a houfe fecure» 
When the celeftial flames defcend ? 

Thus was I fafe, till from your eyes 
Deftru6live fires are brightly given ; 

Ah ! who can ftiun the warm furprife. 
When lo ! the lightnbg comes from heaven. 



SONG V, 

WHilft I gaze on Chloe trembling. 
Straight her eyes my fate declare ; 
When (he fmiies I fear difiembling. 
When Ihe frowns I then deipair. 
Jealous of fome rival lover. 

If a wand'ring look (he give ; 
Fain I would rcfolve to leave her. 
But can fooner ceafe to live. 

Why fhould I conceal my paffion. 

Or the torments I endure ? 
I will di/clofe my inc\itiaur«i •. 
Awful diflance vields no c\xxe« 

% 
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Stire it is ncft in her nature. 

To be cruel to her flave j 
She is too divine a creature 

To deftroy what (he can (ave* 

Happy's he whofe inclination 

Warms but with a gentle heat : 
Never mounts to raging paflion. 

Love's a torment if too great. 
When the florm is once btown over. 

Soon the ocean quiet grows ; 
But a condant faithnil lover 

Seldom meets with true repofe. 

' ' ^ SONG VI. 

MY days have been fo wondrous free. 
The little birds that fly. 
With carelefs eafe, from tree to tree, 
Were but as blefs'd as f. 

A& gliding waters, if a tear 

Ot mine increas'd their ftream : 
Or afk the ftying gales, if e'er 

I lent a Agh to them. 

But now my former days retire. 

And I'm by beauty caught : 
The tender chains of fwect deike 

Are fix'd upon my thought. 

An eager hope within my bread 

Does every doubt controul ; 
And lovely Nancy ftands confefs'd 

The fiiv'ritc of my fouU 

Ye nightingales, ye twifting pines, 

Yc fwains that haunt the grove. 
Ye gentle echoes, breezy winds, 

Y^ clofe retreats of love ; 

With all of nature, all of art, 

Aifift the dear defign, 
O teach a young unpra^ic'd heart. 

To make her ever mine. 

Vol. III. •U IVi^ 
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The very thought of change I hate. 

As much as of defpair. 
And hardly covet to be great, 

Unlefs it be for her. 

'Tis true the paflion in my mind 

Is mix'd with foft diftrcfs ; 
Yet while the fair 1 love is kind^ 

I cannot wifli it lefs. 

' SONG VII. 

ALL in the Do^ns the fleet was moor'dy 
The ft reamers waving in the wind. 
When, black-ey'd Su/an came on board ; • 
Oh ! where fhall I my true love find ? 
Tell me, ye jovia] failors, tell me true, 
U my fweet William fails among the crew, 

William^ wlio, high upon the yard, 

Rock'd with the billows to and fro ; 
Soon as her well-known voice he heard. 
He figh'd, and caft his eyes below : 
The cord Aides gently thro' his glowing hands. 
And quick as lightning on the deck he ftands. 

So the fwcet lark, high pois'd in air. 
Shuts clofe his pinions to his breall, 
(If chance his mate's fhrill voice he hear). 
And drops iX once into her neft : 
The nobleft captain in the Britijh fleet 
Might envy William'' s lips thofe kiflfes fweet. 

O Su/an, Sufafi, lovely dear ! 

My vows fliall ever true remain, 
Let me kifs oiF that falling tear, 
We only part to meet again ; 
Change as ye lift, yc winds, my heart fliall be 
The faithful compafs that ftill jpcints at thee. 

Believe not what the landmen fay, 

Who tempt wkh dcvxbu thy conftant mJjid ; 
They'll tell, the {ai\oTS, wVciv^w^c^^ 
Jn ev *ry pott a mvi^i^fe fexv^ "« 
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Yes, yes, believe them when they tell thee foy 
For thou art present whercfbc'er Igo : 

If to fair India's coaft we fail,* 

Thy eyes are feen in diamoad;: brighf. 
Thy breath is J/ric's fpicy gale. 
Thy (kin is ivory fo white ; 
Thus every beauteous objedt that I view, 
Wakes in my foul fomc charms of lovely Swf^ 

Tho' battles call me from thy armi^ 

Let not my pretty Su/an mourn, 
Tho' cannons roar, yet fafe from harms 
WrlUam fhall to' his dear return. 
Lpvc turns afide the balls that round me fly, 
Lefl precious tears £[iould drop from Su/an\ eye* 

The boatfwain. gave the dreadful word,r 
The fails their (welling bofom ipread. 
No longer muH (he flay aboard ; 

They kifs'd ; fhe figh'd ; he hung his head : 
Her IcfTening boat unwilling rows to hnd. 
Adieu, fhe cries j and wav'd her lily hand. 



SONG VIII. 

SWeet are the charms of her I love. 
More fragrant than the damafk rofc. 
Soft as the down of turtle-dove. 

Gentle as winds when zephyr blows, 
Rcfrefhing, as defcending rains 
To fun-burnt climes and thirfty plains. 

True as the needle to the pole. 

Or as the dial to the fup, 
Conftant as gliding waters roll, 

Whofe fwelling tides obey the moon ; 
From every other charmer fsee. 
My life and love fiiall follow tl^i*. 

U 2 - The 
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And will you not rebel? 

And I njcill not rebel. 
Then, love, Til kifs thee kindly. 

Kindly ftill and kindly, 
Eut never kifs and tell. 



SONG X. 

AH ! bright Belinda, hither ffy. 
And fuch a light difcover. 
As may the abfent fun fupply. 
And chear the drooping lover. 

Arife, my day, with foecd arife,. 

And all my iorrows banilh.: 
Before the fun of thy bright ^yes,, 

All gloomy terrors yaniih. 

No longer let me figh in vain. 
And curfc tlie hoarded treafure r 

Why fhould you love to give us pain,. 
Vv'^hen you were made for pleafuie I 

The petty powers of hell deflroy ; 

To fave's the pride of heaven : 
To you the iiril, if you prove coy j 

If kind, the hll is given. 

IT.e choice then fure's rot hard to make. 

Betwixt a good and evil : 
Which title had you rather take, 

T.ly gcddtfsy or, my devil? 



SONG XL 

FIE! tt%ay fcom x\\t lluk arts 
Which meauet beawuts viife. 
Who think they ne'er fecvxte cxxi V;^^tV5►, 
Un It fi th-cy till tefufe \ 
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Are coy and fhy ; will (eem to (irowny 

To raifc oar paffion higher ; 
But when the poor delight is known^ 

It quickly palls deiire. 

Come let's not trifle time away, 

■ Ordop you know not why ; 
Your blufhes and your eyes betray 

What death >'ou mean to die ! 
^Lct all. your maiden fears be gone, 

And^ove no more be croft : * 
Ah ! Lisui^ when the joys :arc knqwn, 

• You'll curfe the minutes pafi. 

SONG XII. 

BE wary, my Celiay when Celadon fucs* 
Thcfe ijoits are the bane of your charms : 
Beauty, play'd againft reafon, will certainly lofc. 
Warring naked with robbers in arms. 

Young Damon defpis'd for his plainnefs of parts> 
Has worth that a woman would prize ; 

He'll run the race outj tho* he heavily ftartii» 
And diftanct the fhort-winded *wi/e. 

Yout/ooI is a faint in the temple of lo\'e. 
And kneels all his life there to pray ; . 

Your ivit but looks in, and makes haftc to remove, 
'Tis a ftage he but takes in las way. 



SONG XIIL 

S Telia and Fla'via, every hour. 
Do various hearts furprife ; 
In Stella's foul lies all her power. 
And Flavians in her eyes. 

More boundlcfs Flaviq\ conqueUs are^ 

And ^/^//«'s more cohfin'd : ^\ 

All can 4ifi^rn a face that's fair,. V 

^ut few a lovely iniiid, v ■ • j 
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Siellat like 5r//^^/«> monarch, reigns 

O'er cultivated lands ; 
Like eaflern tyrants, Flauia dcijg^ns 

To rule o'er barren fands. 

Then boaft, fair Flasvia^ boaft thy facc^ 

Thy beauty's only ftore : ' 
Thy charms will every day decrcafc. 

Each day gives Sulla more. 



SONG XIV, 

OF all the girls that are fo fmart. 
There's none like pretty Sally ; . 
She is die darling of my heart, 

And (he lives m our alley. 

There is no lady in the land 

fs half fo fweeras Sally ; 

She is the darling of my heart. 

And fhe lives m our alley. 

Her father he makes cabbage nets, 

And through the ftreets does cry 'em 
■ Her mother fhe fells laces long, 

To fuch as pleafe to buy 'cm : 
But fure fuch folks cou'd ne'er beget 

So fweet a girl as Sally ; 
She is the darling of my heart. 

And ihc lives in our alley. 

When fhe is by, 1 leave my work, 

I love her fo fmcerely ; 
My m after comes like any Turky , 

And bangs mc mofl feverely : . 
But let him bang his belly full, 

I'll bear it all for Sally ; 
She is the darling of my heart, .. 

And fhe lives m our alley. 

Of all the days are in the week, 
I dearly love but one dav. 
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that's the day that comes betwixt 
he Saturday and AtonJcy* « 

then I'm dreft in all my beft^ 
o walk abroad with Satty ; 
is the darling of my heart,." •* 

nd fhe lives m our alley, 

nailer^ carries me to churchy 
nd often am 1 blamed, 
ufe I leave him in the lurchj^ 
Sl foon as text is named : 
.v€ the church in lermon-time, 
nd flink away with Sally ; 
is the darling of my heart, 
nd fhe lives in our alley. 

n Cbriftmas comes about again,, 

! .then I (hall ^ve money ; 

loard it up and box it all, 

nd give it^to my honey : 

«wou'd it were ten thoufand pounds 

i give it all to Sally ; 

is the darling of my heart, 

nd ihe lives in our alley, 

mafter, and the. neighbours allr 
fake game of me and Sally -^ 
(but for her) I'd better be 
flave and row a galley ; 
when my feven long years are out, 
! then I'll marry Sally y . 
then we'll wed, and then we'll bed, 
lit ay not in our alley.. 



S O N G XV. 

7 Ovid you have a young virgin of fifteen yefTs? 
/ You muft tickle her fancy with fweet and'dears, 
r toying and playing, and fweetly fwcetly 

a love-fonJDrt> and charm hct ears v 
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"V^ltiily, prettily talk her down, 

Chafe her, and praife her if fair or brown j 

Sooth her and fmooth her. 

And teafe her and pleafc her, 
And touch but her fmicket, and all's your own* 

Do ye fancy a widow, well known in men ? 
With the front of affurance come boldly .on : . 
Be at her each moment, and briftfy, brifldy 
Put her in mind, how her time fteais on ; 
Rattle and prattle altho* ihc frown, 
Roufe her and toufe her from niom till noont. : 
And fhew her fome hour 
Ycu are able to grapple. 
And get but her writings, and all's font own* 

Do ye fancy a punk of a humour free» 
That's kept by a fumbler ol quality I 
You muft rail, at her keeper, and tell her, tell her. 
That pleafure's befl charm is variety ; 
Swear her much fairer than all the town^ 
Try her and ply her when Cully s gone. 
Dog her and jog her. 
And meet her and treat her> 
And kifs with a guinea, and all's your own. 



SONG XVL 



S H F. 

On love ! if a god thou wilt be. 
Do juftice in favour of me ;. 

Fcr yonder approaching I fee, 
A man with a beard. 
Who, as Iliave heard, 
Hathcften undone 
Poor maivis that have none. 
With fighing and toying. 
And crying and lying, 

And fuch kind of locbry^ 



K 
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He. 
ir maid/ by your leave, 
f heart does receive 
angepleafare to meet you here: 

Pray tremble not fo. 

Nor offer to go, 
. do you no harm I fwear, 
. do you no hann 1 fwear. - ' 

S.H B. 

f mother is rpiiining at home, 

r father works hard^at the loom* " 

id we are a-ihilking come ; "* 

Their dinner they w:ant ; 

Then pniyy^. Sir, ^don't 

Make more ado on't. 

Nor give us affront ; 

We're none of the town 

Will lie down for a crown, 
en away, Sir, and give us room. 

He. 

Phahtts and Jin)€^ 

honour and love, 

do thee, dear fweet, ,no harm ; 

Yc're as ffcfh as a rofe, 

I -want one of thofe ; 
! how fuch a "wife wou'd charm, 
! how fuch a wife wou'd charm ! 

She. 
d can you then like the old rule^ 
cqnjugal, honeft, arid dull, 
d marry, and look like a fool ? 

For I muft be plain. 

All tricks are in vain ; 

There's nothing can gain 

What you wou'd obtain, 

Like moving and proving. 

By weddipg, true loving, 
r leffon learn'd at fchool. 

He. 
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H j». 

ni do't by this hand, 
I've houfes and land, 
Eilate too in good freehold ; 

My dear, let us join> 

It all ftiall be thintf^ ' 
Befides a good purfe of gold^ 
Beiides a good purfe of gold. 

She. 

You make me to blufti now, I vow. 

Ah me ! {\\Al I baulk my cow ? 

But fince the late dath you have fwore, 
Vour foul fhall not be 
Iii danecr for me; 
ril rather agree 
Of two to make three : 
We'll wed, and vj^e'll bed, 
There's no more to be faid. 

And I'll ne'er go a-milking more. 



SONG XVIIv 

MAiden, frefh as a rofe. 
Young, buxom, and full of joljit}',. 
Take no fpoufe among beaux. 
Fond of their raking quality ; 
He who wears a long bufh. 
All powder'd down from his pericrane. 
And with nofe full of fnufh. 
Snuffles out loVc in a merry vein. 

Who, to dames of high place, 
Does prattle like any parrot too ; 

Yet with doxies a brace 
At night pigs in a garret too ; 

Patrimony cut-run, 
To make a fine fhow to carry thee : 

Plainly, friend, thour't undone, 
Jf iuch a creature marry thee. 



oJrVCHOICE SONGS, h^ 

Then, for fear of ^ .briber 
Of flattering noiie and vanity, • ■ 

Yoke a lad of our tribe, * ' ' 

He'll ihew tbe beft humanity.: 

Flaihy thou wilt fin4.1pye> 
In civil as weU as (ecular ; 

But when the (jpinv^oih. inoyej»' 
We have a gift particular, 

Tho' our gravepefi is piide, 
That boobys the more pij^ytvenerato. 

He that gets a good \fndc9 .'■'..:. 
Can jump when he's to generate 5 • ■ 

Off then ^es the difguife, 
"To bed ik' his arms he'll carry thee ; 

Then to beJiappy and wife. 
Take yea and pay to m»Ty thee. 

S O N G XVriL 
T AST Sunday arSt James's pray'rs, 
1^ The prince and piinceis by ;• 
I, drefs'd all in nij whalchoticf-airs. 
Sat in a dofet nigh. 

I bow'd my knees, I held rtiy book. 

Read all the Wwers b^er i 
But was perverted by. a look. 

Which pierced me from the d&6r. 
High thoughts of heaven I came to ule. 

With the devouteft care ; 
Which gay young Strtphen made me4o(o, 

And Si the raptures there. 

He wait to hand me tamy chair. 

And bow'd with courtly grace ; 
But whifper'd love itito mine ear. 

Too warm for that gravd place. - 

Love, love, faid he, by all ador'd. 

My tender heart has won : 
But I grew peevifh at the word^ 

Defir'd he might be gone. 

voL.m. . • X va ^ 
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He went quite oi^t of %ht, white I '.- ..' ^^^ 

A kinder aniwer meant; •:*. i 

Nor did I for my fins that day, ■ ■. , ; f. 

By half (b much. repent. . ... :, v -, . r -: 



SONG XIX. 

LOve, thou art the beft of human'jbys, ' 
Our chiefeft happioeis below ; 



All other pleafuresare but to^s, 

Mufic without thee is but noife. 

Beauty but an empty (how. 

Heaven that knew^b^ft what men cou'd more^ 
And raife hi^ thoughts above the brute. 

Said, Let him be, an4 let him love. 

That only muft his foul improve, 
Howe'er philofophers dilpute. - 



I\- 
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SONG XX. 

DEfpairing befide a clear fbeamy 
A {hepherd forfaken was laid ; 
And while a falfe nymph was his theme, 

A willow fupported his head. 
The wind that blew over the plain. 

To his iighs with a figh did reply ; 
And the brook, in return to his pain. 
Ran mournfully murmuring by, 

Alas ! filly fwain that I was ; 

(Thus fadly complaining he cry'd) ; 
When firft I beheld that fair face, 

'Twere better by far I had dy'd : 
She talk'd, and I blefs'd her dear tongue ). 

When (he fmird, it was pleafure too gieat ; 
I liilcn'd, and cry'd when flie fung. 

Was nightingale ever fo fweet ! 

JFJow foolifli was I to believe. 
She could iote on fo Vow\y -^ do^^, 
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Or that her fond heart, would not grieve, - .r « i 

To forfake the fine folk of the town ; 
To think that a beantv fo gay^ ' . * 

So kind and fo cohftant would prove > 
Or go clad like our maidens in grey. 

Or live in a cottage on love i 

What though I have fkill to complain, 

Tho' the mufes my temples have crownM> 
Whattho', when they hear my ibft'ftraios. 

The virgins fit weeping around ? 
Ah, Colitt 7 thy hopeii are in vain, 

Thyjpipe and thy laurel refign. 
Thy nur one inclines to a fwain, 

Whofe mufic is fweeter than thiie»- 

All you, my companions Co dear. 

Who (brrow to fee me betray'd. 
Whatever I fuffer, for6ear> 
'""TSflxarto accufe the falfe maid. 
Tho' thro' the wide world I (hou'd range^ 

*Ti8 in vain from my fortune to fly ; 
*Twas hers to be falfe and* to change, 

'Tis mine to be conflant and die. 

If while my hard fate Ifaflain, 

In her breail any pity is found, 
Let her come with the nymphs of theplaiii^ 

And fee me laid low in'the*ground : 
The laft humble boon that I crave. 

Is to fhade me with cyprefs and yew ; 
And when (he looks down on my grave. 

Let her own that her fhepherd was true; 

Then to her new love let her go. 

And deck her in golden array ; 
Be fineft at every fine fhow. 

And frolic it all the long day : 
While C^flin, forgotten andjgone. 

No more (hall be talk'd ofor feen, 
Unlefs when beneath the pale moon. 

His ghoit (hall glide over the green* 
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SONG XXL 

9 ^TT^Was when the feas were roann^,, ' 

X With hollow ljlaftao^\md> 
A damfel lay deploring. 

All on a rock rcclin'd. 
Wide o'er the roaring billows. 

She caft awifhfolTook ; 
Her head was crown'd with willoiW9> 

That trembled o*er the brook. : 

Twelve months were gone and over. 

And nine long tedious days ; 
Why didft thou, venturous lorer. 

Why didft thou truift the feas ? 
Ceafe, ceafc then, cruel ocean, . - 

And let my lover reft : 
Ah! what's that troubled motion. 

To that within my breaft ? 

The merchant robb-'d of treafbre. 

Views tempefts in defjpair ; 
But what's the lofs of treafure. 

To Icfing of my dear ! 
Shou'd you feme coaft be laid on. 

Where gold and diamonds gTOw> 
You'd find a richer maiden. 

But none that loves you fo. 

How can you fay that nature 

Has nothing made in vain ; 
Why then beneath the water 

Do hideous rocks remain ? 
No eye thefe rocks difcovcr. 

That lurk beneath the deep. 
To wreck the wand 'ring lover. 

And leave the maid to weep. 

All melancholy lying, 

Thus waird fhe for her dear. 
Repay' d each bla^ wix\\ {\^\m^. 
Each billow with a xeai \ 
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jn o'er the whitfe waves ftooping, 
is floatine corpfe (he rpy'4 ; 
n, like a uly drooping, 
le bow'd her head, and dy'd. 



SONG XXIIv 

Emember, Damotiy you did tell. 
In chaftity you lov'd me well $ 
now, alas ! I am undone, 

here am left to make 'my moan : 
loleful ihades I will remove, 
B I'm dcfois'd by him I'love, 
;re pobr k>rfaken nymphs are feen,^ 
inely walk^ of willow green. 

pon my dear's deluding tongue, 
. fbft perfuafive languaee hung, 
t when his words had fuence broke; 
wou'd have thought an angel fpoke*- 
happy nymph, who'cr fhe be, 
: now enjoys my charming he ; 
3h ! I fear it to my coft, 
} found the heart that Ihave loft. 

neath the faireft flower on earth, 

ake may hide, or take its birth ; 

is falfe breaft, conceal it did 

leart, the fnake that there lay hid.. 

falfe to fay, we happy are, 

; men delight thus to enihare ; ^1 

an no woman can be blefs'd, 

r vows are wind, their love a jeft.. 

J gods, in pity to my grief,. 

me my Damon, or relief ; 

rh the wild delicious boy, 

m once I thought my fpring ofjoy : 

vhilft I'm begging of Ujis blifs, 

inks I hear you anfwer thus, 

'lysLmon has enjoy dy heflm^ ^- , 

ffjh'm, /o*ves ', ^iv&o lo'ucs him^ dk:^ 
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There's not a bird that haunts the grove. 
But is a witnefs of my love : 
Now all the bleaters on the plain 
Seem fympathifers in my pam ; 
Echoes repeat my plaintive moans J ,. 
The waters imitate my groans ; 
The trees their bending boughs recline. 
And droop their heads as I do mine^ , « 



SONG XXIIL 

■ *• j.'i 

ON a bank, befide a willow^ ...'-- 

Heaven her covering, earth her pillow^ . .7^ 
Sad Amynta figh'd alone : 
From the chearlefs dawn of morning. 
Till the dews of night returning. 
Singing, thus fhe made her mpan, 
Hope is banifh'd, 

Joys are vanifh'd, , ^ 

Z)^IA»^» my belov'd is gone. 

Time, I dare thee to difcover 

Such a youth and fuch a lover : ^ "^ 

Oh ! fo true, fo kind was he ! 
"Damon was the pride of nature, 
Charming in his every feature ; 
Damon liv'd alone for me : 
Malting kifles, 
Murm'ring blifTes, 
Who fo liv'd and lov'd as we ? 

Never fhall we curfe the morning, 
Never blefs the night returning. 

Sweet embraces to reftore ; 

Never fhall we both lie dying. 

Nature failing, love fupplying 

All the joys he drain'd before : 

To befriend me. 

Death, come, end me, 

Lcve and Damon are no moi^. 



^^^ 
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SON G XXJV.. . 

ALixis Ihunn'd his fello\y^fwains» ^ - • . * .** 
Their rural fports and jocund ftr^ns, . ^1 .' 
(Heaven guard us all from CupiiTs bow) ^ .... 
He loft his crook, he left hi$ flocks» 
And wand'ring through the lonely rocks. 
He nouriih'd endleis wo. 

Thenyinphs and fUepherdis round him came^ 
His grief fome pity,- others blame ; 

The fatal caufe all kindly ieek : 
He mingled his concern with theirsy 
He gave them back their friendly tears, 

Hefigh'd; but could not fpeak. 

Clarinda came among the reft, ' 
And (he tookind concern expreft. 

And aik'd the reafbn of his wo ; 
She a&'d ; but with an air and mien. 
As made it eaiily forefeen^ ^ 

She fear'd too much to know. 

The ihepherd rais'd his mournful head^ 

And will you pardon me, hefaid, ' ' 

While I the cruel truth reveal ? 
Which nothing from my breaft fhould tear, 
Which never (hould offend your ear. 

But that you bid me tell ? 

*Tis thus I rove, 'tis thus complain. 
Since you appeared upon the plain ; 

You are the caufe of all my care : 
Your eyes ten thoufand dangers dart ; 
Ten thoufand torments vex nay heart 

\ love, and 1 defpair. \ : 

Too much, Alexis^ I have heard, , . \ . 

Tis what I thought, 'fiis^.What I/ear'd;. . . ^ 

And yet I pardon you, ihe cry'd ; 
But you ihall promife, ne'er again 
To breathe yom vowSy or fpeak yo\ir p^\xi. 

He bow% vbey'd, and dy'd. 
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SONG XXVv ' ': . " 

WHY fo pale and wan, fond lover ? 
Prithee, why fo pale ? 
Will, when looking well can't move her,. - . 
Looking ill prevail ? 
Prithee, why fo pale ? 

Why fo dull and mute, young finner ? 

Prithee, why fo mute ? 
Will, when fpeaking well can't win her,. 

Saying nothing do't ? 

Prithee, why lo mute ? 

Quit, quit for fiiame ; this will not move;^ 

■ This cannot take her ; . 
If of herfelf fhe will not love. 

Nothing can make her : 

The devil take her. 



S O N G^ XXVI. 

MY friend and I, 
We drank whole pifs-pots 

Full of /ack up to the brim : 
I drank to my friend, 

And he drank his pot, 

So we put about the \\..lm : 
Three bottles and a quart 
We fwallcAv'd down our throat, 

(But hang fuch puny fips as thefe) ;: 
We laid us all along, 
With our mouths unto the bung. 

And tipt whole hogiheads off with cafe. 

I heard of a fop 

Thr.t drank -.vhole tankards, 
St)nd himO.'irthc prince of fots : 
But t fay now, ♦.iiang 
Such f:i^ V 'Irunkards, 
Mdt thtir fiagons, brcskO^dx ^^x.^. 
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• 

fy friend and 1 did join .? " ' 

or a cellar full of wine,: '■ 

And vie di^Hk the vintner out of door ; 
7e drank it all up 
1 a morning, at a fup. 

And greedily ror'd about for more^ . 

4y friend to me 

Did make thist motion. 

Let us to the vintage ikip: 
"hen we imbark'd 

Upon the ocean. 

Where we found a Sfanifo fliip 
)eep laden with wine, 
Vhich was fuperfine. 

The Tailors fwore fiv^ hundred tun \ \ 

Ve drank it all at fea-, . * 

ire we came unto the key, 
Lnd the merchant fwore he was quite undone. 

4y friend, not having 

Qucnch'd his thirft,' 

Said, Let^ to the vineyards hafte : 
traight then we fail'd 

To the Canaries^ 

Which afforded juft a tafte ;. ' 
rom thence unto the Rbine, 
V^here we drank uj) all the wine. 

Till Bacchus cr/d. Hold yefots, or you die, 
ind fwore he never found, 
n his univcrfal round. 

Such thirfly fouls as mj friend and I. 

)ut fie ! cries one, - > 

IFLat a biaft be makes him / 

He can neither ft and nor ga : 
)ut you bcaft, you. 

You're much milLiken, 

When e'er knew you a beaft drink fo-? 
Fis when we drink the leaft, . 
i^hat we drink mofl like a beaft $ 

JBut when we caroufe it fix ia hand ; • 
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'Tis their, and only then, - ' ' * -- - -''-'■/' "^ 

That we drink the moft like men, . - '^ '■ \ '— - ,^ 

When we drink dll we can neither 0»ikvilMd*' ' ^ 

III 
SONG XXVII. ^•. 

LET foldlen fieht for prey or praiie. 
And money be the mifer's wiik. 
Poor fcholars fiudy all their days,. 

And gluttons glory in their diib : 
'T/j aviMff pun ntiine revives fad finis I 
Therefore fill us the chtaring benj^ls. 

Let minions marfhal every hair, 

And in a lover's lock delight, 
itnd aitifidal colours wear : 

Pure wine is native red and white ; 
^Tisnvi/iei &c. 

The backward spirit it makes brave, 

That lively which before was' dull f ' 
Opens the heart that loves to favc. 

And kindnefs flows from cups brim-full : 
*7/j ivine, &c. 

Some men want youth, aud others health. 

Some want a wife, and fome a punk. 
Some men want wit, and others wealth ; 

But they want nothing that are drunk : 
*Tis twine y pure ivine revives fa^ fculs ; 
Therefore give us the chearin^ homjls, 
• 

SONG XXVIII. 

FArcwell, my bonny^ bonny, witty, pretty Ma^^i 
And a' the rofy lafles milking on the down : 
Adieu the flowery meadows, aft fee d?ar to yocfy^ 
The fports and merry glee df EJinhorov} town ^ 
Since French and Spanifh lowns fUnd at bay. 
And valiant lads of Britain hold 'eqj pUy, • 
My reap-hoofc I maun call quite away,. 
And fight too like a man, ... 
Amon^ *em for oui ro^^\ Q^t^w Anne. 



.ch carle of IriJ^ mjsttle battles like a, .dragon.L i . - . 

The Germans waddle, and ftraddle to tbe drum ; .; 

le /iWlfMHaivd^ the butter bowzy HcgoM^. Mogam z 

Good-faith then, Saati/h Jockj manna lie at hame : 

Tfince' they are ganging to hunt renown, 

id fwear they'll quickly ding auld Monfieur do^, 

I follow for a pluck at Ids crown. 

To (hew that Scotland can 

Excel 'em for our ztry al 'Queen Annu 

Then welcome from Figo^ 

hxA cudgelling Don Diego^ 

With ftruttin^ raicallions. 

And plundenng the galleons : 

Each bri(k valiant feuow 

Fought at RonJondelitHw, 

And thofe who did meet 

With the Nenvfoundland fleet ; 

When for late fdccefles, 

Which Europt confefles, 
t land by our gallant commanders f 

The Dutch in ftrong beer, 

Shou'd be drunk for a year, 
1th their general's health m Fianders.. 



s ON G xxrx. 

THE ordnance ;ab0atd. 
Such joys does afford* 
& no mortal, no mortal, no mortal. 
No mortal e'er more can defire : 
Each member repairs 
From the tower todie ftaks, 
nd by water wuhnflft and by water whufij^ 
By water they all go to fire. 

Of each piece that's aihore. 

They fearch from the bore ; 
nd to proving, to provinjgv to proving^ 
To proving: they go in fair weather : • • ■" ^ 
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Their elafles are large^ 
; And \vKcne'er they difchargc* 
There's a hoo huzza, a ho huzsa, a iowhawL^ 
Guns and bumpers go oS together. 

Old Fidcan for Mara 
Fitted tools for his wars, = : 
To enable him, enable him, enable him. 
Enable him to conquer the fafter ; 
But Mars^ had 1^ beexi 
Upon our Woolwich grten* 
To have heard boo huzza, iw hozza, Am huzza. 
He'd have own'd great hUa^Uorfiugb his rafter. 



SONG XXX. 

LEave oiFyour fdolifli prating. 
Talk no more of Whi^ and Torj^ 
But drink yoyr glafs. 
Round let it })als. 
The bottle ftands before ye. 

Fill it up to the top. 
Let the night with mirth be crown'd. 

Drink about, fee it out. 
Love and friendlhip flill go round. 

If claret be a blefling. 

This night devote to pleafurfe ; 

Let worldly cares. 

And ftate-afFairs, 
Be thought on at more leifure ; 
Fill it iir> to thp ton. 
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Till your glafs, name youriafi, . ^ 
See her healui go fweetly round. 

Drink abont» fee it out, 
Let the night with joy be crowu'd. 



S O. N G XXXI. 

WE'll drink, and we'll never have done, boys. 
Put the glafs dieh.aroi|nd with the fun* boys ; 
Let Jfftllo's example invite us. 
For he'a drunk every night, ,. 
That niakes him fo bright, 
- * l^^X he's able next,]aoj-ning^ to light us, . 

Drin king's a ChrifiiaTi diver iion^ 
Unknown to Turk and the Perfian : 

Let Mahometan fools 

Live by heatheniih rules^ 
And dream o'er their tea-pots and cqfiee^ 

While the brave Britons iing, : 

And drink healths to their kingy 
And a fig for their /uitan ond/o^hfL 



SONG. XXXIL 

WHile the lover is thinking, * ' ' 
With my friend I'll be drinking^. 
And with vigour purfue my delight ; 
While 3ie fool is deiigning, 
His fatal confining, 
With Bacchus I'll fpcnd the whole night. 

With the god I'll be joUv, 

Without madnefs and folly. 
Fickle woman to many implore ; 

Leave my bottle and friend. 

For fo foolifh an end 1 
When I do, may I never drink 'more^ 

VoL.m. • Y ?iO^C^ 
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SONG XXXIIL 

CE/ia, let not pride undp you. 
Love and life fly fwiftly on ; 
Let not Damon Aill purfue you« 

Still in vain, till love is gone : 
See how fair the ^blooming rofe Is, 

See by all how juftly priz'd ; 
But when it its beauty lofes, 
Slee t]^e wither'd thing defpis'd. 

When thofe charms that youth have knt you. 

Like the rofes are decay'd, 
Celiay you'll too l]jite repent you. 

And be forc'd to die a maid ! 
Die a maid 1 die a maid ! die a maid ! 

Celia, you'll too late repent you. 
And be forc'd to die a maid ! 



SONG XXXIV. 

I'LL range around the (hady bowers. 
And gather all the fweeteft flowers ; 
ril flrip the garden and the grove, 
'I'o make a garland for my love. 

When in the fultry heat of day, 
Ivly thirfty ny^nph does panting lie, 
J'll haften to the fountain's brink. 
And drain the llream that ihe may drinks 

At night, when flie fliall weary prove, 
A grafly bed I'll make my love, 
And with green boughs 1*11 form a ihade. 
That nothing may her reft invade. 

And whilft diflblv'd in fleep flie lies, 
Myfelf fliall never clofe thofc eyes ; 
Rut gazing flill with fond delight, 
f'll watch my charmer all the nighty 

• An 
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[nd then, as fbdn as chearful day 

)iipels the gloomy fhades away, 

''orth to the foreft I'll repair^ » 

In^ find proviiion ibr my fair. ^ 

Thus will I fpend the day and nighty 
till mixing pleafure v^ith delight : 
legarding nothing I endure, 
o I ean eaTs for her procure. 

^ut if the maid whom thus I love, 
Ihou'd e'er unkind and faithlefs prove^ 
'11 ieek ibme difmaf diilant fhore, 
Vnd never think of woman more* 

SONG XXXV. 

THO' cruel you feeiA to my pain. 
And hate me becaufc I am true ;' 
fet, PhilliSi you love a falfc fwain. 

Who has other nymphs in his view. 
Enjoyment's a trifle to him. 

To me what a heaven it would be ! 
To him but a woman you feem. 
But ah ! you're an angel to me : 

rhofe lips \^diich he touches in hafte. 

To them I forevercbuld grow, 
Jtin clinging around that dear waift. 

Which he fpans as beiide him.ycu go ;i 
That arm, like a lily fo white, 

Which over his fhoulders you lay. 
My bofom^ could warm it all night,. 

My lips they would prefs it all day. 

Were I Kke a monarch to reign. 

Were graces my fubjefts to be, 
Pd leave them, and fly to the plain,. 

To dwell in a cottage with thee. 
But if 1 muft feel thy diiclain. 

If tears cannot cruelty drown, 
O ! let me not live in this, pain. 

But give me my death in a frown.- 

Y z- S ON (3t 
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SONG XXXVL 

FRom rofy bowers, where flecps the god of! 
Hither, ye little vvaiting Cupids^ fly ; 
Teach me, in foft melodious fong, tjo move 

With tender paffion my heart's darling joy : 
Ah ! let the foul of mufic. tune my voic6. 
To win dear Strephorty who my foul enjoys^ 

Or if more influencing 
Is, to be brifk and airy, 

With a flep and a bound. 

And a firiik from the ground,, 
• I'll trip like any fairy : 
As once on Ida dancine,. 
Were three celeftial bodies. 

With an air and a face, 

Ard a.fliape and a grace. 
Let me charm like beauty's goddefi* 

Ah ! ah ! 'tis in vain, 'tis all in vain. 
Death and defy air muft end the fatal pain j 

Cold dcipair, diiguis'd like fnow and rain. 
Falls en rriy brtalT; black winds in tempeils bIo\ 
My veins all fliiver, and my fingers glow ; 
My pulfe beats a dead march for loft repofe. 
And to a folid lump of ice my poor fond heart is \ 

Or fay, ye powers, my peace to crown, 
Shall I thaw myfelf, or drown 

Amongft the foaming billows, 
Increafmg all with tears I ihed ; 

On beds of ooze and cryftal piUows^ 
Lay down my love-fick head ? 

No, no, ril ftraight run mad. 
That foon my heart will warm ; 

When once the fenfe is fled. 
Love has no power to charm ; 

Wild thro' the woods I'll Ry, 
My robes and locks fhall thus be tore ; 

A thojfand thoufand deaths I'll die, 
£re tbus in vain I ere tVvus iji v^iiv adore. 
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SONG XXXVII. 

OH ! lead me to ibme peaceful gloom. 
Where none but iighing lovers come^ 
Where the fhrill trumpets never found, 
Snt one eternal hufh goes round. 

There let me ibotkmy pleafing pain. 
And never think of war again ; 
What glory can a Ibver 4iave 
To conquer, yet be^ftill a flave ? , - 

SON G XXXVIII. 

OH ! lead me to fome peaceful room. 
Where none but honeft fellows come,- 
Where wives loud clappers never fbund,^ 
But an eternal laugh goes round. 

There let me drown in wine, my pain^ 
And never think of home again : 
What comfort can a hufband have. 
To rule the houfe where he's a flave P 

SONG XXXIX. 

Pious Selinda goes to prayers, . 
If I but afk a favour ; 
And yet the tender fool's in tears. 
When fhe believes I'll leave her.- 

Would I were free from this reftraint, • 

Or elfe had hopes tOMcin her ; . 
Would (he cou'd make of me a faint. 

Or I of her a finner. 

SONG XL. 

SEE, fee, fhe wakes, 5a^/Wwake», 
And now the fun begins to rife ; ' 
hefl glorious is the morn that breaks 
From bis blight b^ams, than lier fail e^e^.- 



-^VCiJ 
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With light united, day they give, 
But cSfFereDt fates ere night fulfil : 

How many by his warmth will live ! 
How many will her coldnefs kill t 



SONG XLL " 

YOung Corydon and Pbillh 
Sat in a lovely grove, ^L' 
Contriving crowns of lilies, * 

Repeating tales of tove, 
Andfomething elfe^ but 'what I dare not name^ 

But, as they were a -playing,. 

She ogled fo the fwain. 
It fav'd her plainly faying. 

Let's kifs to eafe our pain, ^<r. 

A thoufand times he kifs'd her 

Upon the flow'ry green ; 
But as he further prefs'd her, 

A pretty leg was feen, Isc. 

So many beauties viewing. 

His ardour ftill increased ; 
And, greater joys purfuing. 

He wander'd o'er her brdaft, £5fr>- 

A laft cfFort fhe trying. 

His paflion to withftand, 
Cry'd, (but 'twas faintly crying). 

Pray take away your hand, (Sc, 

Young Corydon grown bolder. 

The minutes wou'd improve ; 
This is the time, he told her. 

To ihew how much 1 love, ^V. 

The rymph fecm'd almoft dying, 

■i^i/Iblv'd in am'rous Yvetvt *, 
She kifs'd, and toUYvim ^\^'t:m^, 
TS/ly dear, your \o\e is grc^x, ^c* 
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But Phillis did recover . 

Much fooner than the iwain ; ^ . 

She blaihing, a&'d her lover, 

ShsSl we not kifs again ? (Sc* 

Thus love his revels keepings 

Till nature at a Hand, • 
From talk they fell to fleeping, ^ 

Holding each other's hand, \£c. 



S Q N G XLIL 

SEE, fee, my Seraphiria comes, 
Adom'd with every grace ; 
Look, gods, from your celeftial dome^ 
And view her charming face. 

Then ftarch, and fee, if you. can find. 

In all your facred groves, 
A nymph or goddefs fo divine. 

As fhe whom Strephon loves. 



SONG XLin.. 

She. 

PRay now, John^ let yug prevail,- 
DofF thy fword> and take a flail ;. 
Wounds and blows, and fcorching heat,. 
Will abroad be all you'll get. 

He. 
Zounds! you are mad, ye iimplejade„ 
Begone, and don't prate. 

She. 
How think ye I (hall do. 

With Hob and Sue^ 
Aud all our brats when wanting you ? 

/ He. 
When J am rich with plunder 5 
TJioumygsin jQialt fhare. 



%VL^v 
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S H E, 
And wear on bur backs. 
The wool of our flocks j 
And though linen feel • . 

Rough, fpun from the wheel, 
♦Tis cleanly tho' coarfe it comes. 
HE, 
Town follys and cullysi 
And Mollys and Dollys, - 

For ever adieu, and for>evfr] 
SHE, 
' And beaux, that in boxes 
Lie fmuggling their doxies^ 
With wigs that hang down to their bums,. 

HE.. 
Goodb'ye to the mall. 
The park and canal*, 
St Jamesh fquare, 
And flaunters there. 
The gaming«-houfe too. 
Where high dice and low 
Are managed by all degrees. . 

S H Et 

Adieu to the knight 
Was bubbled laft night, .' 
That keeps a blowze. 
And beats his fpoufe, ' 
And then in great hafte, - 
To pay what he'as lofl> 
Sends home to cut dowii his trees, 
H K 
And well fare the lad 
Improves ev'ry clod. 
Who ne'er fets his hand 
To bill or to bond : 

SHE. 
Nor barters his flocks 
For wine or the pox. 
To choufe him of half his days. 
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But fifliing and fowling. 
And hunting and bowlings 
His paftime is ever axKi ever. 

SHE. 

Whofe lips when ye<bars 'em. 
Smell like the bean-Uo4bm'; 
>h I he 'tis (hall have my prakc, 

HE. 
To tavemar, where goes 
Sour apples and floefty 
A long adieu ! 
And rarew^B too 
The houfe of the great. 
Whole cook has no meat, 
nd butler can't quench my thirH. 
SHE. 
Farewell to the change. 
Where rantipoles range ; 
Farewell, cold tea, ** 

And ratafie. 

Hide-park, where pride 
In coaches ride, 
Itho' they be choak'd with duft. 
HE. 
Farewell the law-gown. 
The plague of the town. 
And foes of the crown. 
That fliou'd be run down : 
SHE. 
With city-jackdaws. 
That make ftaple laws, 
;> meafure by yards and dls. 
HE. 
Stockjobbers and fwobbers. 
And packers and tackcrs. 
For ever adieu, and for ever : . 
We know what you're doing ; 
And home we art going ; 
d fo you may rins; your bells. 
^01. III. •Z ^Ol^Ql 
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SONG XLVL 

HE. 

OF all comforts I miicarriedt 
When I play'd the fot and xnamed^ . 
'Tis a trap there's none need doubt on't ; 
Thofe that are b^ wou'd fain get out <m't. 

SHE. 
Fie ! my dear, pray come to bed. 
That napkin take, and bind vour head. 
Too much drink your brains have dos'd. 
You'll be quite alter'd when repos'd, 

H E. 
*Oon8 ! 'tis all one if I'm up or lie down. 
For as ibon as the cock crow3» I'll be gone. 

SHE. (' 

'Tis to grieve me, thus you leave me ; * 
Was J, was I made a wife to lie alone ? 

H E. 
From your arms myfelf divorcing, 
I this mom mufl ride a-couriing, 
A fport that far excels a madam. 
Or all the wives have been fince Jdam, 

SHE. 
I, when thus I've loft my due, 
Muft hug my pillow wanting you ; 
And whilft you tope it all the day, 
Regale in cups of harmlefs tea, 
HE. 
Pox, what care I ! drink your flops till you die ; 
Yonder's brandy will keep me a month from home. 

SHE. 
If thus parted, I'm broken-hearted ; 
When I, when I fend for you, my dear, pray come, 

H E. 
Ere I be from rambling hind'red, 
I'll renounce my fpoufe and kindred ; 
To be fober I've no Icifure, 
What's a man without his pleafure ? 

S H 
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SHE. 
To my grief then I muft fee. 
Strong wine and Nantz my rivals be ; 
WhilS you caroufe it with your bkdes. 
Poor I nt Pitching witK my mai4s. 

HE., 
'Zounds ! you may go to yoUr goffips, you know. 
And there, if you meet widi a mend, pray do. 

SHE. 
Go, ye joker, go, provoker. 
Never, never ihall I meet a man like you. 



SONG XLVII, 

PRetty parrot, fay, when I was away, 
And in dull abfence pafs'd the day. 
What at home was doing 2 
Jfyth chat and flayt 
We 'were gaj. 
Night ana day. 
Good chear and mirth renewing ; 
Singing, laughing all, like pretty fretty poll^ 

Was no fop ib rude, boldly to intrude. 
And like a fancy lover wou*d 

Court and teafe my lady ? 
A thing you knoiu% * 
Made for foo-Wf 
CalVdabenu, 
Near her ivas al-mays ready 9 
Ever at her call. Hie pretty pretty poll. 

Tell me with what air he approach'd the fair. 
And how fhe cou'd with patience bear 
All he did and utter'd ? 
Heftilladdrefs'd, 
Still car e/s^d, 
Kijs'dandprefs'd, 
Sung, prattVdi laughed, and flutter* d :^ 
Well received in all, like pretty pretty polk 

Z 2 I^S^ 
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Did he go away, at the clofc of day. 
Or did he ever ufe to flay. 

In a corner dodging ? 
Thi na ant nf light <t 
When Unvas nigbtf 
Spoiled fnjjight y 
Bkt I heliei'i his kdging 
Was nvittin hit caiU like pretty pretty f9lk 



SONG XLVm. 

Surtg by Pinkanello, merry Andren,^ to Leverigo th 
Mwntekank De^or, 

^Ere arc people and fports, 
L Of all fi^es and forts, 
Coach'd dam/el 2Jid. /quire J 
And mob in the mire^ 
Tarpaulins J TrugmallionSf 
Lords, ladies, fows babifs. 
And Icohies in fcores ; 

Some hawling, fbme bawling, 
Seme leering, fome fleering. 
Some loving, fcmie (hoving, 
V/ith legions of furbelow'd an^hsres 5 
To the tavern fome go. 
And fome to a fhow, 
See popets for mopets, 
lack paddens for cuddens. 
Rope- dancing, marcs prancing. 
Boats flying, ^acks lying. 
Pick -pockets, pick-plackets, 
Ecaf?s, Butchers and Beast x^ 

Fops prattling, dice rattling, 
Roch fliaming. Putts damning, 
jyhores painted, Mafis tainted. 
In tally-man's furbelov^'d deaths. 

The mob's joys wcu'd ye knew, . . 

To yon muixc-houfe go, 
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See tailors ttnd/aiiorSf 

Whores oily and doily. 

Hear mafic makes yon £ck ; 

Some fkippiDg, fome trippiiig;^ 

Some fmoking* fome joking, 
like fpiggit and tap ; 

Short meafure, flrange plearure> 

Thus billing and fwilling. 

Some yearly get fairly 
For failings^ pig pone and a clap. 



The Second Part. 

SEE, Sirs, fee here ! a dff^or rare^ 
Who travels much at home ! 
Here take my bills, they cure all ills, 

Paftr prefent, and to come; 
The cramp, the flitch, the fquirt, theitch,> 

The gout, the flone, the pox. 
The mnlligrubs, the wanton ftrubs^ 
And all Pandorc^^ box : 
Thoufands I've difleaed, 
Thoufand« new ereded. 
And fuch cores efFe^ed, 
As none e'er can tell : 

Let the palfie fhake ye. 
Let the colic rack ye. 
Let the crinkrums break ye^ 
Let the murrain take ye. 
Take this, take this, and you are well : 
Tbou/audsy &c.. 

Come, nvits fo keeni devoured with fpleen^ . 

And beaux who've fprain'd your backs, 
Great-belly'd maids, old founder*d jades. 

And pepper'd vizard cracks j 
I ibon remove the pains of love. 

And cure the amorous maid. 
The hot, the cold, the young, the old. 

The living and the dead ; 

Z3 
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The filver fwan, when djring. 

Has moil melodious lays, . . . 

Like him, when life is flying,. 

In Tongs I'll end my dtays : 
Bat know> thoa cniel ctcftture^- . 
My foul (hall mount the fleeter,. 
And I fh^l fing the Tweeter, 

By warbling forth thy praife. 



•T- lift ■rirr m 
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IN this grove my ^trefhon walk'd; 
Here he lov'd, and there he talk'd j 
Here he lofv^d, &c. 
In this place his loTs I pnrrt,. 
A fad remembrance of onr tofCr 
Oh ! fad remembrance of <rar lore. 

In this grove my StrephM ftray'dj. 
Here he fmiPd, and there be tray 'd i 
Here he fmirdy Sec, 
Every whifpering breeze can tell. 
How I, poor I believing, fell ; 
Ah ! by too foon believing, fell. 

By this ftream my^ Strephon mov'd,. 
Here he fung, and there he tov'd j. 
Here he/ung, &c. 
Every ftream and every tree. 
Cries out, perfidious cruel he,. 
And helplefs poor forfaken fhe. 

On this bank my Strephon lean'd, 

A lovely foe, but faithlefs friend ; 

A lovely foe, ScQ, 

Ye verdant banks, each ftream and grove> 

Once joycus fcenes, now difmal prove. 

Since Stre/'hs/t's falfe to me and Idve. 



%^ 
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SONG Lin. 

rRaniported with pleafu^e, 
I gaze on my treafure. 
And raviih my fight ; 
/hilc fhe gaily fmiling, 
ly anguiih beguiling. 
Augments my delight. 

fow blefs'd is a lover/ 
rhoie tonnents are over> 
His fears and his pain ; 
^hen beauty relenting, 
epays with confenting. 
Her fcom and difdain. 

SONG LIV. 

\Quirc of bright bea^ities 
In fpnng did appear, 
o chufe a Mayhdy 
To govern theyear ; 
11 the nymphs were in white. 
And the fhepherds in green, 
he garland was given. 
And PJbillss was queen. 
ut Pi^iJJis teidkd it^ 
And fighing did fay, 
U not wear a garland. 
While Pan is away. 

hilc Pan and fair Syrinx 
Are fled from the ftiore, 
le graces are banifh'd. 
And love is no more : 
le foft god of pleafure 
That warm'd our defires, 
5 -broken his bow. 
And extinguiih*d his fires ; 
id vows that him&lf 
And his mother will mourn, 
11 Pan and fair Syrinx 
9 tn«mph return. 
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Forbear your addrefTes^ 

And court us no more^ 
For wc will perform 

What the deity fwore : 
But if vou dare think 

Of aeferving our charms. 
Away with your fheep-hooks. 

And take to your arms : 
Then laurels and myrtles 

Your brows fhall adom» 
When Pan and fair Syrinx 

In triumph return. 



SONG LV. 

AS charming Clara walk's! alone. 
The feather'd fnow came foftly down. 
Like Jove defcending from his tower^ 
To court her in a filver Ihower : 
The fhining flakes flew to her breafts. 
As little birds into their nefts ; 
But being outdone with whitenefs there. 
For grierdiflblv'd into a tear ; 
Thence flowing down her garment's hem. 
To deck her froze into a geni. 

SONG LVL 

YE beaux of pleafure, 
Whofe wit at leifure, 
Can count love's treafure. 

Its joy and fmart ; 
At my deiire, 
V/ith me retire. 
To know what fire 
Confumes my heart. 

Three moons that hafled,. 
Are hardly wafted. 
Since 1 was blafted 
With beauty's ray : 
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i^urera ihcws yt 
No &ce fo rofie» 
Noyufy pofie 
So fredi and gay. 

Her ikin by nature. 
No ermin better. 
Though that fine creature 

Is white as fiiow ; 
With blooming graces 
Adom'd her face is. 
Her flowing traces 

As black as floe. 

She's tall and flender. 
She's foft and tender ; 
Some god commend her } 

My wit's too low 1 
Twew joyful plunder. 
To bring her under. 
She's all a wonder . [ * , 

From top to toe. 

Then ceafe, ye (ages. 
To quote dull pages. 
That in all ages 

Our minds are free : 
Though great your (kill is. 
So flrong the will is. 
My love for Pbillis 

Muft ever be. 



SONG LVH. 

ONE evening as I lay 
A-mufmg in a grove, 
A nymph exceeding gay 

Came there to feek her love ; 
But finding not her Twain, 

She fat her down to grieve. 
And thus flie did complain. 
How men her fex deceive. 
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Believing maids, take care ^ ••» h 

Of falfe deluding men, '-■'* •> 

Whofe pride is to enfnare < " 

Each female that diey can : 
My perjur'd fwain he fworc . ' 

A thoufand oaths, to prove 
(As many have done before) 

How true he'd be to love. 

Then, virgins, for my fake. 

Ne'er truft falfe man again; 
The pleafure we partake. 

Ne'er anfwers half the pain ; 
Uncertain as the feas. 

Is their unconftant mind. 
At once they bum or freeze, ' 

Still changing like the wind. 

When fhe had told her tale, 

Compaflion feiz'd my heart. 
And Cupid did prevail 

With me to take her part : 
Then bowing to the fair, 

I made my kind addrefs. 
And vow'd to bear a fhare 

In her unhappinefs. 

Surpris'd at firft fhe rofe, 

And ftrove from me to fly : 
I told her I'd difclofe 

For grief a remedy. 
Then, with a fmiling. look, 

Said (he to aflwage the llorm, 
I doubt you've undertook 

A talk you can't perform. 

Since proof convinces beft. 

Fair maid, believe it true. 
That rage is but a jell-, 

To what revenge can do : 
Then ferve him in his kind. 

And fit the fool again, 
Such, charms were ne'er defi^'d 
For fuch a faithlefs fwsAn. 
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:»orted her ^kh care. 

Till her foft foul gave way, 

id from her breaft ib fair. 

Stole the fwcct heart away ! 

len (he with fmiles corrfcfs'd. 

Her miod felt no move pain, 

hile fhe was thuscarefi'd; 

By fuch a lovely fwain. ' 



S G NG/LVUI. 

■^ O not aCc me, charming PhiUfs^ 
J Why I lead you -here alone, 
r this bank of pinks dad lilies, 
Andofrofes newly blown. 

is not to behold the beantyi 
Of thele flowers that crown the fpring ; 
IS to — but 1 know my duty, 
.And dare never name the thing* 

'is at worfl but her denyiog;^ 
Why ihou'd I thus fear£ul be ? 
^ery minute, gently flying. 
Smiles and fays. Make ufe.of me. 

Tiat the fun does to the roles, 
While the beams play fwcetl}' in, 

KTOuld but iny fear oppoiei. 

And I daoej^t name the thing; 

5t I die if I conceal it^ 
Aflc my eyes, or afk your own, 
nd if neither can reveal it. 
Think what lovers think alone. 

n this bank of pinks and lilies. 
Might I fpeak what 1 would ^ 
^uTd — with my lovely PhilUs^ 

I wou'd ; I wou'd A\v \ wo>3?3l \oxx. 

Vol. in. • A a ^ O ^ ^ 
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SONG UX, ^,., - 

T) Hillis the faireft of love's foes, 
Jt^ Tho' fiercer than a dragon, 
PhilUs that fcorn'd the powdcr'd beaux^ 

What has (he now to brag on ? 

What has fhe now to brag on ? 

What has Jhe, Sec. 
60 long fhe kept her limbs fo clofe. 

Till they have fcarce a rag oa. 

Compcird thro* want, the wretched niaid. 

Did fad complaints begin. 
Which fnrly Stnphon hearine, faid. 

It was both fhame and an. 

It was both fhame and ka,^ 

It *was hothf &C. 
To pity fuch a lazy jade, 

Wou'd neither kifs nor fpin. 

SONG LX. 

WHen Chloe we ply. 
We fwear we Ihall die. 
Her eyes do our heart fo enthrall } 
But 'tis for her pelf. 
And not for herfelf 5 
'Tis all artifice, artifice all. 

The maidens ^re coy, 

They'll pifh ! and they'll fie ! 
/Vnd fwear, if you're rude, tliey will call 5 

But whifper fc low, 

By which' you may know, 
'Tis all artifice, artifice all. 

My dear, the wives cry. 
If ever you die. 
To marry again I ne'er fhall ; 
But lefb than a year. 
Will make it apipear, 
^J'k ail artifice, aruuc^ ^\. 
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In matters of ftate. 

And party-debate, 
r church and for jvtftice we bawl ;- < r 

But if you'll attend. 

You'll find in the end, 
is all artifice, artifice all. 
■ • • ■«■■-- ■ - ^ 

SONG Lxr. 

The ParfOtt among the Peafe. 

3NE long W^itfun holiday, 
Holyday, holyday,^ xt was a joHy day,-- 
>ang Ralpby buxom PbilUda^ 
SilUdat a welladay ! 

Met in i&e peafe ; 
hey long had community, 
e lov'd her, fhc lov'd him, 
yful unity, nought but opportunity 
ranting, was wanting, 

Their bofoms to eafe. 
It now fortune's cruelty, cruclt)', 
>u will fee ; for as they lie, 
clofe hug. Sir Doj^tne 
frntni Gomitti 

Chanc'd to come by, 

e read prayers i' the family, 

o ^ay now to frame a lie,, 

hey Kar'd at old Homily ^ ,• 

omilyy Homify, 

Both away fly. 

ome, ibon as he faw the fight, 

all of fpite, as a kite runs the lecubite^ 

ifee a noify IJyfocrite, 

ypocritCy Hypocrite, 

Mifchief to fay j 

ive he wou'd* fair Fhilliday 
hilliday Fhillida drds'd that holyday ; 
ut poor Ralphs ah welladay ! 
Welladay I welladay 1 

Turn'd w£saway». 

A ^% ^^^ 
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*Ads nigs, cries Sir Domine 
Gemini Gemini, fhall a rogue fiay» 
To baulk me, as coimnooly^ 
Commonly, commonly. 

Has been this way ? 

No, I ferve the family. 
They know nought to -blameme i^> 
I read prayers and homily. 
Homily, homily. 

Three times a-day. 

SONG LXffl. 

HOW happy are we. 
Who from thiiiking arefi-cc, 
1'hat curbing difeafe of the mind. 

Can indulge every taftq. 

Love where we like bei^ 
Not by dull reputation cont'd! 

When we're young, £t to toy. 

Gay delights we enjoy. 
And have crouds of new lovers itill wooing ; 

When we're old and decay'd. 

We procure for the trade. 
Still in every age we are doing. 

If a cully we meet. 

We fpend what we get 
Every day, for the next never ■thrn'k ; 

When we die, where we go 

We have no fenfe to know. 
For a bawd always dies in her drink. 



SONG Lxm. 

ONE Jj>nl morn, when from the fca 
Phcebus was jufl appearing, 
Damon and Celia young and gay, 
Long fettled love endearing, 
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Met in a grove, to vent their fplcen 

On parents unrelenting ; 
He bred of 7V)«-race had been. 

She of the tribe di/Tenting. 

Celia, whole eyes outfhohe the gbdr 

Newly the hills adorning. 
Fold him, mamma would be ftark mady 

She mifling prayers that morning '^ 
Damon, his arm about her.w^ift. 

Swore, that nought fhould* them funder.- 
»hou'd my rough da^i know how I'm blefs'cf^ "■ 

'Twou'd make him roar like thunder. 

jreat ones made by ambition blind. 

By fadion ftill fupport it, 
Dr where vile money taints the inind^ . " 

They for convenience .court it : 
5ut mighty Love, that fcorns to fliew 

Party (hou'd raife his glory, 
Swears he'll exalt a vafTal true,= 

Let it be W/^ig or Tory, 

SONG LXIV. 

AMongft the willows on the grafs 
V/here nymphs and ihepherds lie,, 
^oung f^ilfy courted bonny Be/s ; 

And Niil ftood lift'ning by ; 
lays ff^i/I,. we wi^l not tarry 
Two montiis before we marry^ 
^lo, no, fie no; never, never tell me fOj^ 
For a maid* I'll live and die : 
Says Nell, /o JhaU not^ L 
Says Nell>. &c,- 

Long time betwixt hope and defpair,' 

And kifles mix'd bfetween, 
Ic with a fong did charm her ear. 

Thinking (he changed had bceh j 
lays Will, 1 want a bleffing, 

SuManti^cr than kiffing. ^ 

A a 3; "^^^ 
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No, no, fie no, never, ncrcr tell me fo^ 
For I will never change my mind. 
Says Nell, jhe^Upruw mort kind^ 
Says Nell, &c. . _ . 

Sn:arting pain the virgin finds, 

Altho* by nature uught. 
When ihe firft to man inclines : 

Quoth Nell, 77/ 'uenture that. ' i 

Oh! who wou'd lofe a treafurc, > 

For fuch a pony pleafure I 
Not I, not I, no, a maid 1*11 live and die^ 

And to my vow be true. 

^«//t Nell, the more fool you^- 

i^c/i^Nell, &c. 

To my clofet I'll repair. 

And read on godly books,. 
Forget vain love and worldly carc» 

^olh Nell, that likely looks. 
YoQ men are all perfidious, 
Uut I will be religious, 

. Try all, fly all, and while I breathe defy all,. 
Your fex I now dcfpife. 
Snys Nell, by Jo'vejhe lies. 
Says Nell, &C. 

SONG LXV. 

SElinda fure's the brighteft thing 
That decks the earth, or breathes our air \ 
Mild arc her looks like opening fpring, 
And like the blooming fummer fair. 

But then her wit's fo very fmall. 
That all her charms appear to lie. 

Like glaring colours oh a wall. 
And flrike no further than the eye. 

Our eyes luxurioufly fhe treats. 
Our ears are abfent from the feaft, 

One fenfe is furfeitcd mx\v ^Y*eet%, 
Srarv'd anddifguft.ed?Lie\V.^i^^% 
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So have I fcen with afpe£l bright. 

And taudry pride, a tul^ fwell. 
Blooming and beauteous to the fight, 

Doll and iniipid to the fmell. 



SONG LXVL 

A Trifling fong ye flij^l hear. 
Begun with a trifle and ended ; 
All trifling people draw near. 
And I &a}l be iiobly attended. 

Were it not for trifles a few. 
That lately came into the play. 

The men would want fomething to do. 
The women vfant fomething to fay* 

What nkakes men trifle in dreffing ? 

Becaufe the ladies, they know. 
Admire, by often careiling 

That eminent trifle, a beau. 

W^en the lover his moments has triced. 

The trifle of trifles to gain. 
No fooher the virgin is nfled, 

Bu>a trifle ihall part them again^ 

What mortal wou'd ever be able. 
At IViyteh half a moment to fit I 

Or who is^t cou'd btar a tea-table. 
Without talking trifles for wit I 

The court is from trifles fecure. 
Gold keys are no trifles we fee j 

White rods are no trifles I'm fure. 
Whatever their bearers may bc» 

But if you will go to thjB place. 

Where trifles abundantly breed j ' * ' 

The levee will Ihew you> his Grate 
Mskcs promiif^s trifles iftdccd* V *' -* 
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A coach with M footmen belindy 

I count neither trifle nbr fih ; 
But, ye gods I ho^ oft do vrt find 

A icandalous trifle within ? 

A ftaflt zii Champaign people think it 

A trifle, or lomething as bad ; 
But if you'll contrive how to drink ity 

You'll find it no trifle by Gad^ 

A parfon's a triflfe iat fea, 

A widow's ft trifle in forfbw, 
A pe»ce is a trifle to-day. 

To break it a trifle to-morrow. 

A black coat a trifle Ihay cloak. 

Or to hide it the red may endeavour > 

But if once the army is broke. 

We fliall have more trifles than ever. 

The ftage is a trifle, they fay. 

The reafon pray carry along ; 
Becaufe that at every new play, 

The houfc they with trifles fo throng, 

'But wiih people's malice to trifle. 

And to fet us all on a foot ; 
The author of this is a trifle, 

And his fong is a trifle to boot. 



SONG LXVIL 

FRom grave Icficns and reflraint, 
Tm Hole out to revel here ;, 
Yet I tremble and I faint. 
In the middle of the fair. 

Oh ! would fortune in my way 

Throw a Inver kind and gay ; 

A'ovv's the time he focn nw^ht tncve 

A young heart unu^c'd to\cv^. 
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I venture ? Nb, no, nio, 
I from the danger go? 
10, no,' no, no, no, 
not try, I cannot fly, 
: not, durft not, Cannot %» 

oie, nature, help me, -art; 
(hould I deny my part ? 
ver will purfue ; 
:he wifeft let mc do ; 

£t him, if he's trae» 

falfe, rU fit Urn too. 



SONG LKVm. 

Women tftid Wine* 

ne fay women are like fea, 

ome the waves, and i(bme the rocks, 

the rofe that foon decays, 

le the weather, fdme the cooks ; 

youHl give me leave to -tell, 

's nothing can be compar'4 fo well, 

ae, wine, women and wine. 

They run in a pa^alleU 

m are witches when they wilU 
.s wine, fo is wine, 
make the flateiman loTe lus ^kill> 
I fbldier, lawyer, and divine ; 
put a gigg in the gncveft icull, 
;nd their wits to gather wool ; 
'ine, wine, women and wine. 

They roa in a paralleL 

is*t that makes yoor face To pale, 

at is't that makes your looks divine, 

makes your courage rife and faU ? 

t not women, is it "not wine ? 

ce proceed th' inflaming doies, 

Tet fire to your nofes ? 

wine, wine, women and wine. 

They run in a para\U\. 



^O^C^ 



wniutnarveit goes on^ 
And merrily merrily r^e. 

Leave the London damen 
(Be it fpoke to their •fhsoncs) 

To lie in their beds till noon. 

Then get up and ftretch^ 
And paitrt too and patchy 
Some widgeon to catchy . 
Then look at their watch^ 

And wonder they rofe up fo foon- 

Then coffee and tca^ 
Both green and bohea. 

Are ferv'd to their tables in platej» 
Where: tattles do run^ 
As fwift as the fun, ^ 
Of what they have won,: . 
And who is undone^ 

By their gaming and fitting up latfe» 

The lafs give me here, 
Tho' brown as my beer. 
That knows how to govern her houfe^ 
That can milk her cow, 
Or farrow her fow. 
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To fquander away 
What taxes wou'd pay ; 
Wc care not in faith for fuch. 



SONG 'LXX. 

YES T coald Jove, if I could .find 
A miftrefs fitted to my mind^ 
Whom neither gold nor pride could move^ 
To change her virtue or her love : 

Loves to go neat, not to go fine. 
Loves for myielf, and not for mine; 
Not dtv-proudy nor nice. and coy« 
But full of love, and full of joy : 

Not childifli young^ nor beldame oldt 
Nor fiery hot, nor icy cold. 
Not gravely wife to rule the ftate. 
Not roolifh to be pointed at : 

Not worldly jich, nor bafely poor. 
Nor chafte, nor a reputed whore : 
If fuch an one you can discover. 
Pray, Sir, intitle me her lover. 

SONG LXXI. 

BLefs'd as th' immoctal gods is he. 
The youth who fondly fits by thee. 
And hears and fees thee all the while. 
Softly fpeak and fweetly fmile. 

^Twas this bereav'd my foul of reft. 
And raised fach tumults i9 my breafl ; 
For while I gaz'd in traniport toft. 
My breath was gone, my voice was lo3t. 

My bojfbm glow'd ; the fubtile fiam^ 
Ran quick thro' all my vital frame ; 
O'er my dim eyes a darknefs hung> 
|4y ears with hoUow murmurs rung. 



\^ 
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In dewy cJaicps my limbs were cluU*d« 
My blood with gentle horrors UrrillM, 
My focble pulie forgot to play,. 
Fkinted, funk, atid dyM aw&y« 



My 

1 4 



Y' 




SONG Lxxn, 

''OU may ceafe to cMoplmnj 
_ For your fuit is in vmn^ 
AH attempts you can make 
J But augments her difdaiti i 

i She bids you g^ve over 

I While 'tis in your power, 

»For except her cfteem 
She can grant you no more ^ 
Her heart has been long fiacc 
L Affaulted and woDj 

HcrtPttthifaslaiHng" { 

And fihn as the (bn 7 
You'll find it more eafy 
Yonr pafiion to ctite,' 
Than for ever thofe fruitleft. 
Endeavours endu^. 

* 
. You may givp. this advice - 
To the wretcl^4Uid wifi:. 
But a lover like' ine 

Will thofe prettpte ^^^^ 
I fcorn to giv^ ovcr^ 

Were it in my ^poiwtr $ -^ 
Tho* efteem were deny!d.inB^ 

Yet her ril adore. 
A heart that's beeiv tonoh'dh' 
Will fome fympathy beary 
'Twill leflen my foitrows 

If (he takes a iliCiFe ; 
1*11 count it more honout. 

In dying her (lave; ..* y ,: 

Than did her afFe£tioat. 
The fteddinefs crkve; 



i-..- 1 



* 
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^'ou may tdl her ril be 

Her'true lover, tho* (he 
hould mankind defpife 

Out of hatred to me 5 
ris mean to give o'er, 

*Caufe we get no reward, 
he loft not her worth . 

When I loft her regard-; 
fy love on an altar 

Mote noble ftiall bum, , 
ftill will love on 

Without hopes of return $ 
11 tell her feme other 

Has kindled the flame, 
.nd ril figh for herfelf 

In another one's name. 



SONG LXXIIL 

The tippling Philofophers. 

r^Icgefies furly and proud> 
L/ Who fnarl'd at the Macedon youths 
elighted in wine that was good, 
Becauie in good wine there was truth j 
at growing as poor as a Joh^ 
Unable to pUrchafe a flaflc, • 
e chofe for his manfion a tub, 
And liv'd by the fcent of the cafic. 

tracliius ne'er wou'd deny 
A bumper, to cherifh his heart ; 
ad when he was maudlin wou'd cry, 
Becaufehe had cmpty'd his quart : 
ho' fome arc fo foolifh to think. 
He wept at mens follies and vice, 
'was only his cuftom to drink. 
Till the liquor flow'd out of his- eyes. 
VoL.IIL • B b €micritus 
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♦ 

Democritus always was gjad 

To tipple and cherifli !his foul ; 
Would laugh like a man'^that was mad. 

When over a good flowing bowl ; 
As long as his cellar was ftor'd. 

The liquor he'd merrily quaff: 
And when he was drunk as a lord. 

At them that were fobcr he'd laugh. 

Wife Solon, who carefully gave 

Good laws unto Athem of old, 
And. thought the rich Crcefus a flavc 

(Tho' a king) to his coffers of gold ; 
He delighted in plentiful bowls ; 

But drinking much talk would decline, 
Becaufe 'twas the cuHom of fools. 

To prattle much over their wine. 

Old Socrates ne'er was content. 

Till a bottle had heigh ten'd his joys. 

Who in's cups to the oracle went. 
Or he ne'er had been counted fo wife : 

Late hours he moft certainly lov'd, 
Made v»^ine the delight of his life. 

Or Xantippe would never have prov'd 
Such a damnalple fcold of a wife. 

Grave Seneca, fam'd for his parts. 

Who tutored the bully of Ecme, 
Grew wife o'er his cups and his quarts. 

Which he drank like a mifer at home ; 
And, to fhew he lov'd wine that was good. 

To the laft, (we may truly aver it), 
He tinftur'd his bath with his blood. 

So fancy'd he dy'd in his claret, 

Pythagoras did illence injoin. 

On his pupils who wiidom would feek ; 
Pecaufe he tippled good wine. 

Till iiinircif was unable to fpeak , 



An 
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And when he was whimfical grown, 

With fipping his plentiful bowls. 
By the ftrength of the juice in his crown, 

He conceiv'd tranfniigration of fouls, 

Copernicus too, like the reft, 

Believ'd there was wifdom in wine. 
And thought that a cup of the beft 

Made reafon the brighter to fhine ; 
Witli wine he replenifh'd his veins. 

And made his philofophy reel \ 
Then fancy'd the world, like his braiiis, 

furn'd round like a chariot-wheeL 

Ariftotlty that mailer of arts, 

Hadv been but a dunce without wine ; 
And what we afcribe to his parts. 

Is due to the juice of the vine : 
His bellv, moft writers agree. 

Was Dig as a watering- trough ; ; 
He therefore leap'd into the fea, 

Becaufe he'd have liquor enough. 

Old Plato was reckoned divine. 

He fondly to wifdom was prone j 
But had it not been for eood wine. 

His merits had never been known. 
By wine we are generous made. 

It furnifhes fancy with wings. 
Without it we ne'er fhou'd have had 

Philoibphers, poets, or kings. 



SONG LXXIV. 
Down among the dead men. 

HEre's a health to the king and a Tailing peace ; 
May fadion be damn'd, and difcord ccafc ; 
Come, let us drink it while we have breath. 
For there's no drinking after death 5 

n b 2 K^^ 
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And he that won't with this comply, 

Do-wtt among ths dead men ^ 

Dcjcn among the dtad men^ 

Do'Zvn, doi'jn, doiun, doavtn 
Don,'jn among the dead menj let him lie. 

Now a health to the queen, and may fhc long^ 
B' our firft fair toaft to grace our fong ; 
Off wi' your hats^ wi' your knee on the ground^ 
Take off your bumpers all around ; 
And he that will not drink his dry, 
Devon amongf &c. let him lie* 

Let charming beauty's health go rottnd> 
In whom celeftial j.oys are found y 
And may confufion fiill purfue 
The fenfclefs woman-hating crew ; 
And he that will this health deny, 
. Doivn among, Sec, let him lie. 

Here's thriving to trade, and the commonweaI> 
And patriots to their country leal ; 
£ut who for bribes gives Satan his foul. 
May he ne'er laugh o'er a flowing bowl ; 
And all that with fuch rogues comply, 
Dc^wn among, &c. let them lie* 

In fxniling Bacxhus* joys I'll roll. 
Deny no pleafure to my foul ; 
Let Bacchus^ health round fwiftly move. 
For Bacchus is a friend to love ; 
And he that does this health deny, 
Doivn among, 8cc, let him lie, 

SONG LXXV. 

HE that will not merry merry be. 
With a generous bowl and a toaff. 
May he in BrideiJuell be fhut up. 
And fait bound to a poft ; 
Let klin be merry merry there^ 
jittd ive*ll he merry merry here ; 
Fcr vjho can kno^-M njubere zve Jhall go. 
To 6e merry another year. ? 
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He that will not merry merry be, . ; i^ 

And take his glafs in courfe. 

May he b' oblie'd to drink fmall beer, 

Ne'er a penny mto his purfe : 

Let bim te merry j &c. 

He that will not merry merry be. 
With a comp'ny of jolly boys. 
May he be plagu'd with a fcolding wife,- 
To confound him with her noife : 
Let bim be merry y Sec, 

He that will not merry -merry be. 

With his miftrefs in his bed, 

Let him be bury'd in the church- yard. 
And me put in his Head : 
Let himie merry^ &c,. 



SONG LXXVL 

J Oily mortals, fill your glafles ; 
Npbl^ deeds are done by wine ; 
Scorn the nymph and all her graces : 
Who*d for love cw beauty pine ? 

Look upon this bowl that's ffoHvihg,. 

And a thouiand charms you'll find, . 
More than in Cbloe when juft going, , 

In the moment to be kind. 

Alexander hated thinkino; . 

Drank about at council- bioard ; ■ 
Made friends, and gain'd the world by drinking, • 

More than by his conquering fword. 



S O N G LXXVU. 

Since we diie by the help of good' wine^ 
I will that a tun be my Srine ; 
And eograve it on my tomb^ 

R b 3. ^^^^ 
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Here lies a body once fo brave, . ' 

V/lio with drinking made hit grave,. 

Whoiviih, &c, - 

Since thus to die will puichafe fame. 

And leave an everlafting name. 

Since thus to Me 9 Sec, 

Drink, drink away, drink, drink away. 

And let us be nobly interr'd. 

Drink, iirinky &c. 

Let mifers and flavesL 

Pop intq their graves. 
And rot in a dirty church-yard. 
And rot in a dirty chuich-yard. 
Let mifers,, &c. 



SONG Lxxvnr. 

BAcchus is a power divine ; 
For he rto focner fills my head 
With mighty wine. 
But all my cares refign. 

And droop, andclroop, and fink down dead: 
Then, then the pleafmg thoughts begin. 
And I in riches flow, 
At leaft I fancy fo ; 
And without thougrit of want I fing,. 
Strctch'd on the earth, my head all around, 
V/lth flowers, weav'd into a garland, crown'd x. 
Then, then I begin to live, 
And fcorn what all the world can fhow or give, 
Let the brave fools that fondly think 
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But when bottles are rang'd^ 

Make war with mc. 
The fighting fool ihall fee. 

When I am funk. 
The difference to lie dead. 

And lie dead drunk. 
The fighting fooU &C- 



SONG LXXIX. 

YE virgin powers, defend my heart 
From amorous looks and fmiles ; 
From faucy love, or nicer art. 
Which moft our fex beguiles. 

From fighs and vows, and awful fear9. 

That do to pity move ; 
From fpeaking filen^e, and fjoqi tears^ 

Thofe fjprings that water .love. 

But if thro' paffion I grow blind. 

Let honour be my guide ; 
And when frail nature ieems inclined. 

There place a guard of pride. 

An heart, whofe flames are feen, tho' pore. 

Needs every virtue's aid ; 
And ihe who thinks herfelf fecure. 

The fooneft is betray'd. 



SONG LXXX. 

WHY (hou'd a foolifh marriage-vow. 
Which Ipng ago was made. 
Oblige us to each other now. 
When pailion is decay'd f 
We lov'd, and we lov'd 
As long as wc cou'd, ~ 

: Till love was lov'd out of us both ; 
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But our marriage is dead . ' ' 

When the pleanire is fled ; ■ , ' 
*Twas pleafurc firft madeitanoath.. - 

If I have pleafures for a friend,. 

And further love in ftore/ ' 

What wrong has he whofe joys did end,. 
And who cou*d give no more ? 
'Tis a madneS that he • 
Shou'd be jealous of me. 
Or that I fliou'd bar him of another ; * 
' For all we can gain,' 

Is to give ourfelves pain, 
When neither can hinder the other. 



SONG LXXXL 

MY dear miflreis has a heart. 
Soft as thefe kind looks fliegave me,. 
When with love's reiiillefs art, 

And her eyes (he did enflave me; 
But her conftancy *s fo weak, - 

She's fo wild and apt to wander, . 
That my jealous heart would break, 
Shou'd we live one day afnnder. 

Melting joys about her move, '*^ 

Killing pleafures, wounding blifles ; . s, 

She can drefs her eyes in love, 

And her lips can arm with kiiUs : 
Angels Men when (he fpeaks ; 

She's my delight, all mankind's wonder ; 
But my jealous heart would break, 

Should we live one, day afunder. ^ 



SONG LXXII. 

I'LL fail upon the dog-fiar^ • 
And then putfue the iworning; 
V\\ chafe the moon till it be uocn, 
V\\ make her leave V*^t \votti\vi^. 
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ril climb the frofty mountain. 

And there Til coin the. weather ; 
ril tear the rainbow from tjie iky, . 

And tic both ends together. 

The flars pluck from their orbs too> 

And croud them in my budget ; 
And whether I'm a roaring boy. 

Let Grejham college judge it : 

While I mount yon blue celum. 

To Ihun the tempting gip£cs ; " 
Play at foot-ball with fan and moon^ 

And fright ye with eclipfes. 



SONG LXXXin. 

Jam b«. 

PRithee, Sufan^ whatdoilmufeon,. * 

By this doleful fpring.?' 
You are, I fear, in love, my dear ; 
Alas, ppor thing ! 

S'U 8 AN. 

Truly, Jamie^ I muft blame yc» 

You look fo pale and -wan ; . , ' 

I fear 'twill prove you are in lOve ; 

Alas, poor man I 

James. 
Nay, my Suey ; now 1 view ye ; 

Well I know your fmart ; 
When you're alone, you figh and groan i 

Alas, poor hqiirt i 

Susan. 
Jamiif hold ; I dare be bold 

To hy^ thy heart is ftole. 
And know that (he as well as thee ;. \ 

Alas, poor foul ! t 

* J A M E ft 
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James. 
Then, my Sugy tell' me who ; 

1*11 give thee beads of pearl. 
And eafe tliy heart of all this imart ; 

Alas, poor girl ! 

S u s A N. 

yam ley no, if you fhoa'd know, 

I fear 'twou'd make you fad. 
And pine away both night and day ; 

Alas, poor lad ! 

i James: 
Why then, my Sue, it is for you, 

That I bum in thefe flames . 
And when I die, I know you'll cry, 

Alas, poor yames ! 

. S US.AN, 

Say you fo, then, Jamie, know, 

If you (hou'd prove untrue. 
Then muft I likewife cry,- 

Alas, poor Sue / • - " 

Quoth he, then join thy hand with mine. 

And we will wed tt>-day. 
I do agree, here 'tis, quoth Ihe, 

Come, let's away^ 



SONG LXXXIV. 

T X 7Hen, lovely Phillis, thou art kind. 
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When pity in thy looks'! fee, 

I freely quit my friends for thee ; 

Perfuafive love fo charms me then. 

My freedom I'd not wifh again. 
But when thou art cruel, and heeds not my care. 
Then ftraight with a bumper I banifh defpair ; 
So bravely contenm both the boy and his mother. 
And drive out one god by the power of another.' 



SONG LXXXV. 

YOU that love mirth, attend to my fong, 
A moment you never can better employ ; 
Sa-Tuny and Teflgue were trudging along, 

A bonny Scots lad, and an Irijb dear-ihoy ; 
rrhey neither before had fecn a wind* mill. 
Nor had they heard ever of any fuch name ; 
As they were a-walking. 
And merrily talking, 
At laft, by mere chance, to a wind-mill they came. 

Haha ! cries Sawnyt What do ye ca' that ? 
To tell the right name o't I am at a lofs, 
Teague very readily anfwer'd the Scot^ 

Indeed I believe it(h Shaint Patrick^ crofs. 
Says SaiAjny^ ye'U find yourCell meikle miHaken, 
For it is Saint Andrevf^ crofs, I can fwear ; 
For there is his bonnet. 
And tartans hang on it. 
The plaid and (he trews our apoftle did wear. 

Nay, o' my fhoul joy, thou tellefht all Ices, 

For that I will fhwear is Shaint Patrick's coat ; 
I fhee't him in Ireland buying the 'frieze, 

And tliat I am fhure ilh the fham« that he bought ; 
And h^ifh a fhaint much better than ever 

Made either ^he covenantih fholemn or league : 
For o' my Ihalwalhion, 
He was my relafhion, . 

And had ^ great kindaelh ftr honcft poor Tcague, 
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Wherefore, fays Teague,! will, ;l)y »y ihoul, 

Lay down my napSiack, and take out my beads 
And under this hc^y crofs feet i will fklU 

And fhay Pater NojSbtery and feme of our creeds. 
So Teague began with humble devotion. 
To kneel down before St P^mV^f's crofs ; 
The wind fell a-blowiiig» 
And fet it a-going. 
And gave our dear- (hoy a terrible tofs. 

Saivfty tehee'd, to fee how poor Teague 

Lay fcratching liis ears, and roll en the grafs. 
Swearing, it was furely the de'iPs whirlygig. 

And none (he roar'd out) of St Patricias crofs ; 
But iih it indeed, cries he in a paflion. 

The crofs of our ihaint that has crolbt me fo ibre I 
Upo' my falwalhion. 
This fhall be a cawfhion. 
To trnft to St Patriti's kindnefs no more. 

Sawfty to Teague then merrily caryM, 

This patron of yours is a very fad loun. 
To hit you fic a (air thump on the hide. 

For kneeling before him, and feeking a boon ; 
Let me advife you to ferve our St Jndreiv^ 
He, by my faul, was a fpecial gude man : 
P'or fince your St Patrick 
Has ierv'd you fic a trick-, 
I'd fee him hung up ere I ferv'd him again. 



SONG LXXXVL 

MAY the ambitious ever find 
Succefs in crouds and noife. 
While gentle love does fill my mind 
With filent real joys. 

May knaves and fools grow rich and great, 
And all the world think them wife, 

While 1 He at my Nanny\ feet. 
And all the world dcCtj^^fe, 
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liCt conquering Icings new triomplis raifti : . . 

And melt in court-deliglits : . . 

Her tyes can give inuch brighter days, 

Her arms much (bfter nightsi. 



SONG LXXXVIJ. 

CEIta^ too late you wou'd repent^ 
The offering all your ftore. 
Is now but like a pardon fent. 
To one that's dead before. 

While at the firft you cruel prov'd»- 

And grant the blifs too late^ 
You hind'red me of one I lov'd. 

To give me one I hate. 

I thought you innocent as fair. 
When iirft my court I made ; 

But when your falfehoods plain appeaf^ 
My love no longer ftay'd* 

Your bounty of thefe favours fhown^ 
Whofe worth you firft deface^ 

h meltine valu'd medals down. 
And giving us the brafs. 

O ! fince the thing we bcg's a toy» 

That's priz'd by love alone. 
Why cannot women grant the.joy> 

Before the love is gone ? 



SONG LXXXVIIL 

YES, all the world will fiire agree. 
He who's fecur'd of having thee. 
Will bfe entirely bleft ; 
But 'twere in me too great a wrongs 
To make one who has b^en.fo long. >' . 

My guufiy myjiave at laft, • • . 
* VoLt in. • C x: "Xf^H^ ' 
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Nor ought thcfe things to be confin'd . 
That were for public good' defign'd : 

Cou*d we, in fooliih pride. 
Make the fun alw^iys with us fbtv, 
'Twou'd burn our com and grals awajr. 

To llarve the world befide. 

Let not the thoughts of parting, fright 
Two fouls which paffion does unite ; 

For while our love docs laft. 
Neither will ftrive to go away, 
And why the devil fhould we ftay,- 

When once that love is paft f 



SON© LXXXIX. 

MY goddefs Lydiaf heavenly fair. 
As lily fweet, as foft as air. 
Let loofe thy treffes, (pread thy charms. 
And to my love give l&elh alarms. 

O ! let me gaze on thefe bright tycSf 
Tho' facred lightning from them flies ; 
Shew me that foft, that modeft grace, 
Which paints with charnjing red thy face. 

Give me amhrofia in a kifs. 
That I may rival Jo've in blifs. 
That I may mix my foul with thine. 
And make the pleafure all divine. 

O ! hide thy bofom's killing \^hite, 
(The milky way is not fo bright) ; 
Left you my ravifh'd foul opprefs. 
With beauty's pomp, and Iweetexcefs, 

Why draw'ft thou from the purple flood 
Of my kind heart the vital bood ? 
Thou art all over endlefs charms \ 
O ! take me dying to thy arms. 
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s ON G xe. 

WHY we love, and why we hate. 
Is not granted us to know ; 
Random chance, or wilful fate, 
Guides the (haft from Cupid's bow. 

If on me Zelinda frown, 

'Tis madnefs all in me to grieve ; 
^ince her will is not her own. 

Why fhould I uneafy live ? 

IfIforZf//Wadic, 

Deaf to poor MifiUa^s cries, 
Afk not me the reafon why. 

Seek the riddle in the flcies* 



SONG XCf. 

HArk how the trumpet founds to battle. 
Hark how the thund'ring cannons r^tie ; 
Cruel ambition now calls me away. 
While 1 have ten thoufand foft things to fay. 
While honour alarms me^ 
Young Cupid difarms me. 
And Celia fo charms mc> 
I cannot away; • 

Hark again, honour calls me to arms. 
Hark how the trumpet fweetly charms j 
Celia no more then muft be obey'd. 
Cannons are roaring apd enfigns difplay'd : 

The thoughts of promotion 

Infpire fuch a notion 

Of Celiah devotion, 
I'm no more afraid. 

Guard her for me, celeftial powers. 

Ye gods, blefs the nymph with happy foft hours, a 

O may (he ever to love me incline, . 

^ach lovely perfe^ions I cannot itfi^Tv % 

C c 2 ^'>s:«^ 



304 A COLLECTION. 

Firm conf^ancy grant her. 
My true love fhallxhaunt her» 
My fcul cannot want heri 
She's all fo divine. 



s 



SONG XCII. 

Hall I, wafting in defpair, s 



Die becaufe a woman's fair ? 
Shall my cheeks look pale with carCj^ 
'Caufe another's rofy aie ? 
Be ftie fairer than the day. 
Or the flowVy meads -n May ; 

Yet if ihe think not wtll of me,. 

What care I how iiur Ihe. be I 

Shall a woman's goodneii move 
Me to p- riih for her love ; 
Of, her Worthy merits known, 
M?.ke me qu'*tc ^xgtx rr.y cwn f 
Be file with that goodnds bleft. 
As m?y me rit name the belt ; 

Yet if fhe be not luch to me,. 

What care 1 how fjood fhe be t 

Be fhe good, or kind, or fair, 

I will licver more deipair ; 

If fhe love me, this believe, 

I v.'iii die CiC fhe fhall grieve ; 

If fhe flight me when 1 woo, 

I will fcorn and let her go : 
So if fhe be not fit for me. 
What care I for whom fhe be ? 



SONG XCIII. 

AS the fnow in valleys lying, 
Pbcebus his warm beams applying. 
Soon difTolves and runs away ; 
So the beauties, fo the graces. 
Of X^.e^ moft bewitching faces, 
At sipproaching age decay,. 
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As a tyrant, when degraded. 
Is defpis'd, and is upbraided, 

By the (laves he once control'd ; 
So the nymph if no«ecou*d move her, - 
Is contemn'd by every lover, 

When her charms are growing old.- 

Melancholic looks and whining^ 
Grieving, quarrelling, and {^imng. 

Are th' effefts your rieours move : 
Soft careffes, am'rous glances. 
Melting fighs, tranfporting trances. 

Are the bleis*d effedts of love. 

Fair ones ! while your beauty's blooming,* 
Employ time, left age refuming 
* What your youth profufely lends y 
You are robb*d of all your glories,. 
And condemn'd to tell old ilories 
To your unbelieviAg friends. \ 



SONG XCIV. 

FAir Jmoret h gone sfcftray, 
Purfue, and feek her, ev'ry lovei: ; . 
rU tell the figns by which you may 
The wand'ring Ihepherdefs difcover. 

Goquet and coy at once her air. 

Both ftudy'd, tho' both feem negleded^ 
Carelefs (he is, with artful care^ 

AiFedting to feem unafFefted. 

With (kill her eyes dart ev'ry glance, 

Yet change fo foon you'd ne'er fufpeil them \^ . 

For fhe'd perfuade they wound by chance, 
Tho' certain aim and art dired them. 

She likes herfelf, yet others hates 

For that which in hcifelf fhe prizes \ 
And while (he laughs at them, forgets .? 

Sh^ is the thing that (he defpifes, 

C c 3, ^Q^<S* 



Urge but home the fair occalioiv 

And be mafler of the field : 
To a powerful kind invafion,- 

'Twerc a madnefs not to yield.. 

Tho' fhe vows fhe'lL ne'er permit ye. 
Cries you're rude and much to blame^L 

And with tears implores your pity ;. 
Be not merciful for ihaime. 

When the fierce alTault Is over,. 

Chloris time enough will find>. 
This her cruel furious lover. 

Much more gentle, not fo kind; 



s o N a xcvL 

IF ihe be not kind as fair, 
But peevilh and unhandy,. 
Leave her, (he's only worth the care- 
Of fome fpruce jack, a- dandy*. 

I would not have thee fuch an afs,, 

Hadft thou ne'er fb much leifure», 
To figh and whine for fuch a lafs, 

AAT^Krk/i* 'nirt<4«>'c oKrkirA koi* -rAotCn^i^ 
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SHE. 
What fwain is this diat fings fo early,. 
Under my window by the dawn ? 

HE. 
*Tis one, dear nymph, that loves you dearly. 
Therefore in pity cafe my pain. 

S H £. 
Softly, el^ you'll wake my mother,. 

No tales of love ihe lets me hear^ 
G« tell your paflion to fome other,* 

Or whifper't foftly in my car^ 
HE.. 
How can you bid me love another. 

Or rob me of your beauteous charms ? 
Tis time you were wean'd feoip your, mother. 

You're fitter for a lover's arms, 

SONG XCVIII. 

IN fpite of love at lengdi Pve found 
A miHrefs that can pleafe me,. 
Her humour free and unconfin'd. 

Both night and day ihe'll eafe me. 
No jealous thoughts difturb my mind,, 
Tho' (he's enjoy'd by all mankind j, 
Then drink and never fpare it, 
*Tis a Settle of good claret. 

Ifycu, thro' all her naked charms. 

Her little mouth difcover. 
Then take her bluftiing to your arms,. 

And ufe her like a lover ; 
Such liquor flie'll diftil from dience,: 
As will tranfport your raviih*d fenfe j 
Then kifs and never fpare it. 
*Ti8 a ifottle of good c/aret* 

But beft of all ! ihe has no tongue, 

Submiilive (he obeys me, 
She's fully better old than young, 

And fiill to fmiJing fways toe f . 



77- 



^^T 
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tier ikin is fmooth^ complexion blacky. 
And has a moll delicious imack i, . 
Then kifs and never Q)are it, 
'Tis a ifoftle of good ciarei, 

If you her excellence would taftc^ 

Be lure you ufe her kind. Sir, 
Clap your hands about her waift,. 

And raife her up behind. Sir; 
As for her bottom, never doubt, 
Pufh but home, and you*!! find it oat ; 
Then drink and never fpart lU 
Tis a h/tle of good cJartt,. 

SO N G xcix. 

OSurprifing lovely fair ! 
Who with Chhiz^w compare ? 
Siire (he's form'd for beauty's queen. 
Her wit, her ftiape, her grace, her mien. 
By far excels all nymphs Tv* feeaj . 

No mortal eye 

Can view her nigh, 
Too exquifite for human light to fee : 

Tho* fhc ne'er may be kind. 

Nor for me e'er defign'd, 
Yet 1 love, I love, I love. 

The charming ihe. 

SONG C. 

WHen bright Aurelia tript the plain. 
How chcarful then were feen. 
The looks of every jolly fwain. 
That ftrove Amelia's heart to gain. 
With gambols on the green ? 

Their fforts were innocent and gay, 

Mix'd with a manly air j 
They'd fing and dance, and pipe and play. 
Each flrovt to pkrXe, fome different way, 

This dear irxVvanUT\^?a\i» 
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The ambidous flrife fke did admire^ 

And equally approve, 
Till Pbaon!s tuneful voice and lyre. 
Which fofteft mufic did infpire 

Her foul to generi)us love. 

Their wonted fports the reft declined. 

Their arts prov'd all ia vain ; 
jfurelia^s conftant now ^ey find. 
The more they knguifh and repin'di 

The more iht loves ishc /ivaiM^: 



SONG CI. 

AWay» you rover, 
For fhame give oyerj^. 
You play the lover 
So like an afs ; 
Yoa ^re for ftorming, 
Tou think yottVe charming^ 
Your faint performing, 
We read m your face. 



^ , , - .^ ...»«♦ Iff* -T.; ,'»• l« ;. 

SONG CII, 

r. \ 

HE who for e^r 
Wou'd hop? for favour^ 
He muft endeavoxH* 

To charm the fair : 
He dances, he dances. 
He di — a ~ a — a — a --. ances^. 
Hefighs, and glances^ ■ 
He makes advances. 
He iings, and dances^ 

And mend^ bis air* 
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SONG cm. 

GO, go, goy go, fat/eft of th^ fix. Be goAi^ 
Lea^e, have, ah lea've me, hd'veme to fiyj^ff 
Why vYOuld you ftrive by fond prctcn/cCt 
Thus to deftroy my innocence ? 
Gof go, &c. — leaife, leave, &c. 

Young Celia, you too late betray*d, ^ 
Then thus you did the nymph apbmd, 
" Love, like a dream uflier'd by night, 
* ** Flies the approach of monung-lignt.'* 
Go, go. Sec, — lea've^ leave^ &c. 

■a 

She that believes man when he fwears, 
Or leaft regards his oaths and prayers> 
May fhe, fond ihe, be m(^.accqm 5 
Nay more, be fubjeft to his lull. : _ . ' , 
Go, go, &c. ■ leave^ leave, &c. . ; . 



SONG CIV, 

BElinda^ with affefted mien. 
Tries all the power of art ; 
Yet finds her eiForts all in vain. 

To gain a fmgle heart : 
Whilft Chloe, in a different way, 

I&but herfelf, to pleafe. 
And makes new crnquefls every day. 
Without one borrow 'd grace. 

Belinda^s haughty air deilroys 

What native charms infpire ; 
While Chlce\ artlefs fhining eyes 

Set all the world on fire : 
Belinda may our pity move ; 

But Chloe gives us pain, 
And while (he fmWes usitvXoVjivtv 

Her lifter frowns luv^an* 
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SONG CV. 

ON a bank of flowers* 
In a fummer-day, 
iviting arid undrefs'd. 

In her bloom of youth. 

Fair Celia lay, 
rith love and fleep opprcfs'd ; 

When a youthful iw^. 

With admiring eyes, 

Wifh'd that he durft 

The fweet maid furprife ; 
Itb a fat la, la, la^ &c. 
It feaPd approaching fpies. 

As he gaz'd, * 

A gende ze/)Ji?yr aroie, . ' 

hat fann'd her robes afide : • - . ^ 

And the deeping nympli 

Did the charms difclofe, 
Tiich waking flie would hide : 

Then his breath grew fhort. 

And his pulfe beat high. 

He long'd to touch 

What he chanc'd to (py ; 
7/i& a/a, la, la, la, &c. 
It dum not Mil draw? nigh. 

11 amaz'd he flood. 

With her beauties fir*d, 
ad blefs'd the cotttteOus wind ; 

Then in whifpers figh'd, '• 

And the gods de£lr'd, 
hat Celia might be kind : 

When wim hopes grown bold, 

He advanced amain ; 

But ihe laugh'd loud 

In A dream, and again, 
'itb a fa, la, la, la, &c. 
^pell'd the timorous IwaiQ* ! 
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Yet the amoroui voutli. 

To relieve his foft pain. 
The flumb'ring maid carefs!d.; 

And with trembling hand 

(O Ample poor fwam f) 
Her glowing bofom prefs'd : V 

When the virgin awak'<^ * 

And affrighted flew, . 

Yet look'd as wifhing ' , / - V 

He wou'd purfue : ...', , 

With M fa, la, la, la, &C. 
But Damon mifs'd his cue. 

Now, now repenting^ . 

That he had let her fly, ^ 

Himfelf he thus accus'd. 

What a duU and a flupil . 
Blockhead was I, 
That fuch a chance abusM f. 

To my ftiame 'twill now 

On the plains be faid, 

Damon a virgin 

Afleep betray'd. 
With a fay la, la, &c. 
And let her go a maid. 

SONG CVL 

WHile filently I IcvM, nor dar'd 
To tell my crime aloud. 
The influence of your fmiles I fliar'd> 
In common with the croud. 

But when I once my flames cxprcll. 

In hopes to cafe my pain, 
You flngi'd mc out from all the refl> 

The mark of your difdain. 

If thus, Corinna, you fliall frown 
On all that I adore, ... 

Then all mankind Tnvxft.be niLd^nes • 
Or you mull fnule no moit. 
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SONG CVII. 

OH ! happy, happy grove, 
Witnws of our tender love^ ; 

Oh i happy, happy fhade. 

Where firft our vows were made : 
Blufliing, iighing, meldni;, dying. 

Looks would charm a jo've ; 
A thottiand pretty things {he faid. 

And all and all was love* 

But Cerinna perjur'd proves, 

Abu TOnftRes'tfie imKiy' groves -$* 
When I (peak of mutual joys. 

She knows not whatl mean ; 
Wanton glances, fond careHes 

Now no more are leen, 
Since the £dfe deluding fair 

Has left the flow'ry green : 

Mounii ye nymphs, that fpofliiig: play'd. 

Where poor Strephon was-tetniy'd; 

There the fecret wound (he gave. 

When I was made her llave. 

SONG eviii. 

^p^HF fages of tdd, 
X li^ prophecy told 
The caufe of a nation's uudoine ; 

Bnt our new Englijh breed 

No prophecies need. 
For each one here feeks his own ruia. 

With grumbllnp and jars. 

We promote civil wars, 
And preach up falfe tenets to tnaay \ 

Vft fnarl and we bitq. 

We rail and we fight 
For religion, yet no man has any. 

Then him let's commend. 
That's true to his friend. 
And the church and the fcnatc would fcl\i& *, 
Vol. ///. • D d "^^^Si 



unacr inc nonon 
Of zeal for devotion. 
The humour has fir'd 'em. 
And malice inlpir'd-'emy 

To tutor the age : 
"But if in feafon, 
You'd know the true reafon >; 
The hopes of preferment, 
Is what makes the vermtft 

Now rail at the Am^. 
Cuckolds and canters^. • 
With fcrnpies and banters,. 
Old Oli*ver^s peal,. 

Againft pocuy nagx 
Sat let ftate-revolvers,- 
-lAnd treafon-abfblvers, . 

Excufe, if I fing>- 
The rebel that chufes 
Tq cry down the mnies, 

Wou'd cryi down the )£x^^ 



C O L L E C TI ON* 

OF 

GHOICi: SONGS. 

Anna lukb an angel* s aitr^ 
Sweet hernotes, her face as fairy 

VaJfaU ««<^ i/«f / 

jpff/, tuhtnl^finpy 
Charms rftaarhUitg beauty* mar. 

VOL U'M E IV. 

ETTRiqK Banks. ; 

'■ ■ ' i:. 

ON Ettrick banks, ia a fummer's night. 
At glowming when the fheep drave hame, 
I met my lame braw and tight,. 
Came wading,. bore^t^ a' her lane : 
My heart.grew light, I ran, I flang 

My arms about her lily-neck. 
And kifsM and daf pM her there fbu lang ; 
My words they weyci»«iony, feck. 

/ ft. 

Ifaid, My laiire, will, ye go 

To the highUnd hilli,: the Ear/e to loam ? 
ni baith gi'e thee a cow ^nd ew, . 

When ye come to the briggof Earui 

Dd3. Ait 
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At Leitb auld meal comes in^ ne'er faflv 
And herrings at the Broomy Lanu ; 

Chcar up your heart, my bonny laft, ^ 

There's gear to win we never few. 

IIL 

All day when we have wrought enough,. 

When winter, frofts, and fnaw begin,. 
Soon as^ the ion gaes yix^ the loch, . . 

At night when yoii- fit down to ipiof 
I'll fcrew my pipes and play a fpring : 

And thus die weary night wUI end,- . 
Till the tender kid and lamb-time bring 

Our pleafan.t fummer back agaitik 

LV. 

Syne when the trees. are in their Uoom>, 

And gowana glent o'er ilka field, 
I'll meet mylafs amang the broom, 

And lead you to my fummer- fhield.. 
Then far frae a' their fcof nfu' din, 

That make the kindly hearts their fport,. 
We'll laugh and kifs, and dance and nng. 

And gar the langeft day feem (hort. 

The Birks of Invermay,. 

L 

THE fmiling mom, the breathing fpring. 
Invite the tuneful birds to iing ; 
A«d while they, warble from the fpray. 
Love melts the uniyerfal l^y. 
Let us, Amanday timely wife, 
Like ihem, improve the hour that flies ;; 
And in foft raptures wafle the day. 
Among the biiks of Iti'vermay, 

II. 

For foon the winter of the year. 
And age, Hfe's winter, wilt appear, 
At ihis thy living bloom will fade. 
As that will ftrtp tiv^ verdant ihade •- 
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Oar tafte of plcafure then is o'er, 
^he feather'd ibngfters are no more t 
And when they c&oop, ':ind'w6 decay,. 
Adieu^ the birks of Invermay. 

III. 

The laverocks now and lihtwhite ficg. 
The rocks around with echoes ring ; 
The mavis and the blackbird vie^. 
In tuneful ftrains tx> glad the day ; 
The woods now wear their fummer-foits ;; 
To mirth all nature now invites : 
Let us be blythfome then and *gay 
Among the Wrks of Imftrmay. 

IV. 

Behold the hills and vales around. 
With lowing herds and flpcks abound';; 
The wanton kids and friiking l^mb&r 
Gambol and dance about their dams ; 
The bufy bees with humming noife,. 
And all the reptile kind rejoice : 
Let usy like them, then fing and play^ 
About the birks of limfermay^ 

V. 
Hark, how the waters as they fall^ 
Loudly my love to gladnefs call ; 
The wantoa^Waves ^ort in the beams, 
And fifhes play throughout the fbeams ; 
The circling fun does now advance. 
And all the planets round him dance : 
liCt us as jovial be as they 
Among the birks of /iri^rrm^iy. 



Hero and Leander* 
An old Ballad. 

L Bander on the bay 
Of i/f//if^0;x/ all naked flood,, ' 
Impatient of delay. 
He leap'd into die firtal-flood ; 
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The raging feas, . . ^ - » ■ 

Whom none cast pkaft,. ',- u 

^Gainft him rfieir mattce fliow; ., 

The heavens k)or*d^ 

The rain down poai^il, 
And loud the winds did blew.. 

If, 

Then caffing round la& eyts. 

Thus of his fate he did eomplmkz. 
Ye cruel rocks, and ikies ! 
Ye ilormy winds> and angry imdn 1. 

What 'tis to mi6 

The lover's blifs, 
Alas ! ye do not know ; 

Make me your wreck. 

As I come back. 
But fpare me as I go^ . ' . 

III. 
Lo ! yonder flands the tower 

Where my beloved Hero Kes^ 
And this is the appointed hour 

Which fets to watch her longing oyer. 
To his fond fuit 
The gods were mute; 
The billows anfwer, No : 
Up to the Ikies 
The furges rife,. 
But funk the youth as low. 

IV. 

Mean while the wifhing maid, 

Divided 'twixi her care and love. 
Now does his flay upbraid i 

Now dreads he fhou'd the pafTage prave : 
O fate ! faid Ihe, 
Nor heaven, nor thee. 
Our vows Ihall e'er divide, 
rd leap this wall,, 
Cou'd J but fall 
By my Leandcr\ fide. 
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— ■ v: ■ / . ■ i.... 

At length the ri&Qgi&m- 

Did to her fight reves^.toalatQ. 
That Hiro was oiadonri: 

Not by htander^ faulty but fate; . 

Said-ihr, f*H fhcw> 

Tho' we arc two» 
Our love^ iwBFe ever one : 

Thia proof ril give, 

I will not live). 
Nor ibair:lr daa abae;. 

VR 

Down fit]tm die wall fhe leapt 
Jnto tke raving feas to him> 
Cpurtiag; each wave ihe nanet, 
T6 teach Her weaiyM arma tfo iWimi; • 

The fea-gpdJB we^^ 

Mbr longer Kept 
Her from her lovers fide. 

Whenjoin'datlaft^ 

Sie-graip^d him faft) 
Then figh'cF, emhrac^'di tssAA^. 

Raw Wm,BV drownfdf ia Ya^'KO^.^ 

And Willys wondrous bonny f 
And ^//^ height to marcy me. 
Gin e'er hemsuariod ^/aofn. 

IT. . 

Yeftreen I madie my bed fii' braid,. 

THii night I'll' make it narrow ; . 
For a** die uve4ang winter-irijght 

I lie twin'd of my marrow. 

IIL 
O came you by yon water- fide, 

Pou'd you therofe or lily ? 
Or came you by yon meadow greeth? 

Or fs^w ^ou my fweet Willy ? 



How happy a ftate does the miller poiZefs I 
Who wou'd be no greater, nor fears to b< 
On his mill and himfelf he depends for fupport, 
Which is better than fervilely cringing at cou: 
What tho' he all dufty ahd whitenM does go ? 

The more he's bepowder*d, the more like st h 
A clown in his drefs may be honefter far,. 

Than a courtier who ftruts in' Yas garter siad^a, 

ir. 

Tho' his hands are fo daub'd, they're not fit to fa 

The hands of his betters are not very clean ; 
A palm more polite may as dirtily deal, 

Gold in handling will (tick to the fingers like 
Whatify when a puddina for dinner he lacks,- 

He cribs without fcrupTe ^m other mens iaci 
In this of right noble examjplehe brags. 

Who borrow as freely from other mens btfgs. 



m. 

Or fhou'd he endeavour to heap an eftate,. 
In this too he mimicks the 4ooU of the fhite. 
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Tannio Tanto. 



SO much I love thee, O my treafare ! 
That my.flame no bound does know : 
Oh ! look upon your Twain with pleafuie^ 
For Jiis pain fbme pity fhow. 
li. 
Oh ! my charmer, tho' I leaVe you. 
Yet my heart with you remains i 
Let not then my abfence grieve you« 
Since with pride I wear your chains. 



s 



The beautiful Singer. 
I. 

tng^g charms the blefs'd above. 
Angels iing, and iaints approve ; 
Allwe below 



Of heaven can fhow. 
Is that they both ling and love. 

n. 

Anxa with an angel's air. 
Sweet her notes, her &ce as fair : 
Vaflals and kings 
Feel, whenihefrngs. 
Charms of warbling beauty near. 
IIL 
Savage nature conquer'd liesj, 
All is wonder and furprife ; 
Souls expiring. 
Hearts a-firing. 
By he^ charming notes aiid eye?. 

IV. 
Let the violin and harp 
Hang and moulder till they warp ; 
Let the flute and lyre 
•In dufl expire. 
Shattered by a yo^^lj^arf. 



%^^^ 
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Sweet WiLLiAfrf's <jhoft. 
I. 

THere came a ghoft to Idar^rtt?^ doort 
With many a gnenoas^^roaiiy 
And ay he tirled at ri^pin. 
But anfwer made ihe imnie. 
U. 
Is that my father Philips 

Or is't my brother Jd^nf 
Or is't my true love iV^ 

From Scotland new comt>hoa»f 

m. 

*Ti8 not thy father PJffiHf, 

Nor yet thy brother yeini 
But 'tis thy triie lowe flr^S^ 

From Scotland new corae home. 

^^- u 

O fweet Marg'ret ! O-dear Ma^^mJ ^ 

I pray thee fpeak to me ; 

Give me my faith and troth, Mar^r$t% 

As I gave-it to thee. 

y. 

Thy faith and troth thou's never get. 

Nor yet will I thee lend, 
Till that thou come within my bower. 

And kifs my cheek and chin, 

^I. ' 

If I (hou'd come within thyibower, 

I am no earthly man ; 
And (hou'd I kifs thy rofy lips. 

Thy days will not be lang. 
VII. 
O fweet Marg'ret ! &c. as ^h'ftanKa^ 

VUI. 
Thy faith and troth thou*s never get, 

"Nor yet will 1 thce;lend. 
Till you take me to yon kirk-yard, 

And wed me with ^. tltv^. 



M 
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IX. 

My bones arel)uried in yon kirk-yard. 

Afar beyond the fea ^ 
And it is out my fpirit, Marg''ret, 

That's now fpeaJcing to thee. 
X. 
She ftretch'd out her lily-white hand. 

And fbr to do her bell, 
Hae there's your faith and troth, Willy^ 

God fend your foul good reft. 

XL . . 
Now fhe has kilted her robes of green 

A piece below her knee, 
And a^ the live-lang winter-night 

The d«ad cbrpfe foUowM flic. 
XII. 
Is there any room at your head, JVilly P 

Or any room at your feet ? 
Or any room at your fide, IFiJfy^ 
" Wherein that I may creep ? 
XIII. 
There's no room at my head. Mar £ ret ; 

There's no room at my feet ; 
There's no room at my fide, Mar^greU 

My coffin's made fo meet. 
XIV. 
Then up and crew the red red cock. 

And up then crew the gray, 
-•Tis time, 'tis time, my dear Margaret, 

That you were going away. 

XV. - 

No more the ghoft to Margaret faid. 

But with a grievous groan, 
Evanifa'd in a cloud of mift. 

And left her all alone. 

XVI. 
O ftay, my only true love, (by. 

The conftanc Margaret cry'd ; 
Wan grew her cheeks, flie clos'd her €ch^ 

Stretch'd herfoft limbs^ and dy'd. 

Vol. IV. ^Ec G^^. 
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Great Lamentation for the Lpfs of fwcc 
Senisino, 

I. 

AS mufmg I rangM in the meads allalonp, 
A beautiful creature was making her moan ; 
Oh ! the tears they did trickle full faft from her eyes j 
She pierc'd both the air and my hc^it with her cries. 
V^ / the tearsy &c. 

II. 

I gently requeijed the caufc of her moan» 
She told me, her fvyeet Senifino wa? flown ; 
And in that fad poAiyrc fhc'd ever remain, 
Unlefs the dear charmer wou*d cojoie b^ck again, 

m. 

Why, who IS this mortal fo cruel, faid I, 
That draws fuch a ftream from fo lovely an eye ! 
To beauty fo blooming what map can be blind ! 
To paffion fo tender what mpniler unkind ! 
To beauty, &C. 

IV. 
'Tis neither for man, nor for woman, faid Ihe, 
That thus, in lamenting, I water the lee. 
My warbler celeftial, Iweet darling of fame. 
Is a fhadow of fomething, a fex without name. 
My ^warbler celejiuil, &c. 

V. 

Perhaps, 'tis fome linnet, fome blackbird, faid I, 
Perhaps 'tis your lark that has foar'd to the fky ; 
Come dry up your tears, and abandon your grief, 
1*11 bring you another to give you relief. 
Co?ne dty, &c. 

VI. 

No linnet, no blackbird, no Iky-Iark, faid fhe. 
But one much more tuneful by far than all three ; 
My fweet Senijtno^ for whom I now cry, 
Js fweeter than all the vving'd fongftcrs that fly. 
Mj/z^'cet, Sec, 
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VII. 

Adied^ Tarinelliy Cu%.%oni like wife, 
^hom ftars and whom garters extol to tlie ikies ; 
dieu to the opera, ^dieu to the ball, 
[y darling is gone, and a fig for them all. 



The Virgift^s Prayer. 
, i. , ■. . 

"^ C///V, cafe a love-fick maid* 
^ Bring thy quiver to her aid : 
^ith equal aroour Woiirfd the fwain r 
eauty mould never figh in vain. 

II. 
Let him feel the pleaiing fmarti 
^rive thy arrows through his heart ; 
^hen one you wound, you:dien deflroy % 
IThen both you kill, yW kiii with joy < - 



Ungrateful Nanny. 

- :.: ,t. .. 

DID evef fwain ^ symph adore. 
As I ungrateful l^Mty, do ? 
Vas ever (hepherd's heart fb fQre, 
Or ever broken heart fo true ? 
ly cheeks are fwelPd with tears, but' (he' 
[as never wet a cheek for mc. 

IL 

■Nanny call'd, did e*er I ftayj 

Or linger when fhe bid me run ? 
ae only had the word to fay. 

And all fhe wilh?d was quickly don?* 
always think of her, but fhe 
k)C6 ne'er bellow a thought on me, 

Ee2 ^^ 

\ 
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To let her cows my clover tafie, 
Have I not rofe by "break of day ? 

Did ever Nanny^s heifers faft. 
If Robin in his bam1iad:hay f 

Tho* to my fields they welcome were, 

I ne'er was welcome yet to her. 

IV. 
If ever Nanny loft a Iheep, 

I chearfully did give her two ; 
And I her lambs did fafely keep 

Witliin my folds in froft atid fiiQW : 
Have they not there from cold been free I 
But Nanny ftill is cold to me. 



V- 

When Nanny to the wcU did come, 
'Twas I that did her pitcbers fill ; 

Full as they wpre, I faroogfat them ' 
Her corn I carried to the. mill i 

My back did bear the fack, but me 
Will never bear a fight of me. 



VI. 

To Nanny s poultry oats I gave, 
I'm fure they always had the beft ; 

Within this week her pigeons have 
Eat up a peck of peafe at leaft. 

Her little pigeons kifs, but Ihe 

Will nc\'cr take a kifs from me.. 

VII. 

Muft Rolin always Nanny woo. 
And Nam,y flill on Robin frown ? 

Alas ! poor wretch 1 what ihall I do. 
If I^anny does not love me foon ! 

If no relief to me flie'll bring, 

rU hang me in her apron-fcring. 



Thi 
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The Scullion's Complaint. 

By the fide of a great kitchen-fire, 
A fcullion fo hungry was laid, 
A pudding was all his deiire ; 
A kettle fupported his head. 
The hogs that were fed by the houfe. 

To his iighs with a grunt did reply ;. 
And the gutter that car^d not a loufe» 
Ran mournfully muddily by. 

But when it was fet in a diih. 

Thus fadly complaining he cry'd, 
My mouth it does water, and wifh, 

I think it had better been fry'd. 
The butter around it was fpread, 

'Twas as great as a prince in his chair ;' 
Oh ! might I but eat it, he faid. 

The proof of the pudding lies there. 

IIL 

Hbw fbolifh was I to believe. 

It was made for fo homely a clown ; 
Or diat it would have a reprieve 

From the dainty fine folks of the town?^' 
Could I think that a pudding fo fine 

Would ever uneaten remove ? 
Wo labour that others may dine, . 

And live in a kitchen on love. 

IV. 
What the* at the fire I have wrought 

Where puddings we broil and we fiy^^ 
Tho' part of it hither be brought. 

And none of it ever fet by ? 
Ah Cfilift / thou muft not bc^rft. 

Thy knife and thy trencher refign ; : 
There's Margaret will eat till fhe burft,- " 

And her turn is fooner than mm^» ' 

E e 3. fci»& 4 
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V. 
Andvou, vxy cosipanions ib dear; 

Who forrow to fee me (o pale, 
Whatever I fufier, fopbcari • . 

Forbear at a padding to rail, 
Tho' I ihou'd through all the rooms rove, 
, 'Tis in vain from my fortune to go; , 
*Tis its fate to be often above, 

*Ti5 mine ftill to want it below/ 

VI. 

If while my hard fate J fuftain, 

In your breafts any pity be found. 
Ye fervants that earlicft dine. 

Come fee how I lie on the ground : 
Then hang up a pan and a pot. 

And forrow to fee how I dwell ; ' 
And fay, when you grieve at my lot. 

Poor Colin lov'd pudding too well. 

VIL 
Then back to your meat you may go, 

Which you fet in your diihes fo prim» 
Where fauce in the middle dees flow, 

And flowers are ftrew'd Tound the brim ; 
Whilft Colin, forgottet and gone. 

By the hedges Siall difmally rover 
Unlefs when he fees the round moon. 

He tlunks on a pudding above.* 



The Hunter's Song. 

WHen betimes on the mom to the fields we repwi 
We range where the chace may be feated ; 
At the found of the horn all difhirbance and care 
Flies away from the din as defeated. 

• See the excellent original, above, />. 2ij2, of wliich this is tl 



»» CHOICE SONGS, j^i 

.II. ; 
Then Jouler did rear, heauing Teiieit htSat^y 
ive muiic makes S^eet-lifs and MtMyt 
the ibund of the noiie toe hanters rejoice> 
d the iquat makes the ratches to rally. 

III. 
rhea cafting abou't» we find her anew, 
d we raife uen a haloo to chear them ; 
le echoes around from the mountains rewound, 
joicing all hearts that do hear ^em. 

IV. 
And when (he turns weak, and her life's at the Rvkty. 
e take care to make her a Seizure ; 
id foon as we kill, we recover at will, 
id home we return at our leifure. 

V. 
And when we come home, our ^ind loving dames 
ith the beft of good chear can provjde us ; 
i>od liquors abound, and healths go round, 
Jl nothing that's bad can hctide us. 

VI. 
Then we rife in a ring, we dance and we fing, 
aving enough of our own^ none to borrow : 
m the court of a king yield a pleafanter thing ? 
e're the fame Juft to-day as to-anorrow. 

The jolly Bender. 
I. 

[|^ Acchu^ mud now his power reiign, 

3 I sini the only god of wbe ; 
It is not fit that wre£ch ihou^d be 
In competition fet with me. 
Who can drink ten times more than he. 

U. 
Make a new world, ye powers divine, 
tock it with nothing elfe but wine : 

Let wine the only produdt be. 

Let wine be earth, be air and fea. 

And let that wine be all fox mc. ^ ' ' 
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III. 
Let wretched mortals vainly wear- 
A tedious life in anxious care, 

Let the ambitious toil and thinfcy 
Let dates and empires fwim or fink, . 
My fours ambition is to drink. 



The Hay-maker's Song. 

COme, neighbours^ now we've made our hay,. 
The Tun in hafte 
Drives to the weft. 
With fports, with fports conclude the day r 
Let ever)4 man chufe out his lafs. 
And then falute her on the grafs ;.. 
And when you find* 
She's coming kind,. 
Let not that moment pafs ;. 
Then we'll tofs off our bowls,7 

To true Icve and honour,. 
To all kind loving girls. 
And die lord of the manor.. 

IL 

At night when round the hall we fit., 
With good brown bowls 
To clicar our fouls, 
-And raifc, and raife a merry chat ; 
When blood grows warm, and love. runs high,. 
And jokes around the table fly, 
Then we retreat. 
And that repeat 
Which all would gladly try ; 
Then we'll tofs off cur bowls. 
To true love and honour,, 
To all kind loving girl?, 
And the lord of the manor* 
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III. 
Let lazy great ones of the tavm 
Drink night away^ ? 
Andfleepalldayii :^ .j . . : i 
"nil cottty^ gouty they are grawtf J i 
Our daily works fuch vigour ^ve. 
That nightly fports we oft jWve, 
And Kifs our dames 
With ftronger flames 
Than any prince auYC : 
Then well tofs ofFour bowls; 

To true love and honour. 
To all kind loving girls> 
And the lord oFthe manor. : . - 



Watty and Madg^. 
In imitation ^William aisi/ Margaret. 
1. — 

> ^TT^ Was at the fhining iDiKi^*day hoor^ - 

X When aU begsui td gfiitnt. 
That hunger rugg'd at Wattfi breafts 
And the poor lad grew faint. 

n. 

His face was like a bacon ham 

That lang in reek had huhgy 
And horn-hard was his. taway haxid 

That held h^ hazel-rung. ' . 

So wad the fafteft face appear 

Of the maift drefTy ^aric, , 
And fuch the hands that lords wad hae> 

Were they kept clofe at wark. 

liis head was like a heathery bu(h 

Beneath his bonnet blew. 
On his braid cheeks, frae lug to lug,. 

His bairdy briflles grew.. 

Bat 
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V. 

But hunger, like a gnawing worm,. 

Gade rumbling thro' his kyte. 
And nothing now but folid gear 

Cou'd give his heart dclyte. . " . 

;vi.-. ■'.• 

He to the kitchen ran with fpeed^ 

To his lov'd Madg€ he ran. 
Sunk down into the chimney-nook 

With vifage four and wan. ^ 

VII. 
Get up, he cries, my crifhy love. 

Support my fin king faul 
With iomething that is fit to chew> 

Be't either het or caul. - - - 

vni. 

This is the how and hungry. hour. 

When the beft cures for grief 
Are cogue-fous of the lythy kail. 

And a good junt of beef. 

IX. 

Oh Waiiy, Watty y Madge replies, 

I buto'er juftly trow'd 
Your love was thowlefs, and that ye 

For cake and pudding woo'd. 

X. 

Bethink thee, Watty^ on that night. 

When all were faft afleep. 
How ye kifsVi me frae cheek to cheek. 

Now leave thefe cheeks to dreep^ 

XI. 

How cou'd ye ca' my liurdies fat. 

And comfort of your fight ? 
How cou'd you roofc my dimpled hand, 

Now all my dmi^ks iV\^Vx. >. 
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XII. 
Why did you promife me a fiiood* 

To bind my loclcs fae brown ? 
Why did you me fine garters height* ' 

Yet let my hofc fa* down ? . . 
XUf. 
O faithleifl ff^att^, think how aft . 

I ment your farks and hofe \ 
For you how mony bannocks down. 

How mony cogues of brofel 

But hark ! — the kail-bell iings> and I 

Maun gae link affthe pot ; 
Come fee, ye hafh^ h<^ faifl fvy^eat, ^ 

To ftcgh yotar guts, ye fbt. 
XV. 
The grace was faid, the mailer ierv*d, . 

Fat Madge return'd again, 
Blyth Watty raife and rax'd himfell. 

And fidg'd he was fae fain. 
XVI. 
He hy'd him to the favoury btinch^ 

Where a warm haggies flood. 
And gart his gooly through the bag 

Let out its ?at heart's blood. 
XVII. 
And thrice he cry'd, Come cat, dear Madgit 

Of this delicious fare f 
Syne claw'd it aff moft cleverly. 

Till he could eat nae mair. 



Celia in a Jeffatnine Bower. 

WHen the bright god of day 
Drove weflward his ray. 
And the evening was charming and clear^ 
The fwallows amain 
Nimbly Mm o'er the plain. 
And our (hadows like giants appear. 

la 
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11. 

In a jefTamine bower^ 

When the bean was in flower. 
And xephjrs breath'd odours aroaikU 

Lov'd C^/itf (he fat 

With her fong and ipinet. 
And fhe charm'd ^1 the grove with hat fouxid* 

IIL 

Rofy bowers (he fimg, 

Whilft the harmony rung,' 
And the birds they all fluttering arrive. 

The induftrious bees» 

From the flowers and trees, r 
Gently hum with their fweets ki their hive. 

IV. 

The gay god of love. 

As he flew o'er the grove, 
By xephyrs condud^ed along \\ 

As he touch'd on the flrings. 

He beat time with his wings. 
And echo repeated the fong; 

V. 

O ye mortals ! beware 

How ye venture too near. 
Love doubly is armed to wound ; 

Your fate you can't fhun, 

For you're furely undone. 
If you rafhiy approach near the found. 

Were not my Heart light, I wad die. 

I. 

THere was anes a May^ and fhe loo'd na men. 
She biggit her bonny bower down in yon glen, 
B'lt now (he crys dool ! and a well-a-day ! 
Ccir:e dcwii the green gate, and come here away. 
But novjjhe crys docl ! &€• 

When 
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IL 

Wten bortny young J^n^ came o'er the (ea» 
He faid he iaw naething fae lovely as aie ; 
He heght me baith rings aiud mony braw things ; 
And were na my. heart light, I wad die. 
He heght i At:. 

nr. 

He had a wee dtty Aat loo'd na me, 
Becaufe I was twice as bonny as fhe ^ 
She rais'd fuch a pother 'twixt him and his mother. 
That were na my heart light, 1 wad die. 
Sherais^df &C. * " 

IV. 

The day it was iet, and the bridal to be, . 
The wife took a dwjim, and layiiown to die ; 
She main'd and (he grain'd out of dolour and pain, 
THl he vow'd he never wad fee me again. 
^htmmn^d^ fee. 

. V. 

His kin was for ane of a higher degree. 
Said, What had he to do with the like of me ? 
Albeit I was bonny, 1 was na for Jehny ;. \ 
And were na my heart light, I wad die, 
Alh^t I iva^y &c. 

VI. 

They faid, I- had neither cow nor ca'f. 
Nor dribles of drink rins throw the draff. 
Nor pickles of meal rins throw the mill-eye ; 
And were na my heart light, I wad die. 
Ncr pickles off &c. 

VII. 

His titty (he was baith wylie and flee, 
She fpyM me as I came o'er the lee ; 
And then flie ran in and made a loud din ; 
Believe your ain een, an ye trow na me. 
And then Jhey &c. 

vm. 

His bonnet ftood ay fou round on his brow. 
His auldane looks ay as well asfome's new : 
Vol. IV. * ^ i -But 
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But now he lets' t wear ony gate it will hing. 
And ca^ himfell dowie upon the com-bui^. 
But no*w he^ Sec, 

IX. 

And now he gaes drooping about the dykes. 
And a' he dow do is to hund the tykes : 
The live-lang night he ne'er lleeks his eye. 
And were na my heart light, I wad die. 
^he Uve-lang^ &c. 

X. 

Were I young for thee, as I hae been. 
We fhou'd hae been gallopipe down on yon grce?, 
And linking it on the lily-white lee ; 
And wow gin 1 were but young for thee. 
And linkingi &C. 



JCind Robin lo'es me, 

Robin. 

WHilft I alone your foul pofTefs'd, 
And none more lov'd your.bofom prefs'd, 
Ve gods, what king like me was blefs'd. 
When kind Jeany lo'ed me ! 
Hey ho Jeany, quoth he, 
KincJ Robin lo'es thee. 

Jean y. 
Whilft you ador'd no other fair. 
Nor Kate with me your heart did ihare, 
^^'iiat queen with Jeany cou'd compare. 
When kind Robin lo'ed me ! 
Hey ho Robin, y^. 

Robin. 
KatyViQ^ commands my heart, 
Kate who (ings with ib much art, 
Whofc life to fave with mine I'd part ; 
For kind Katy loves me. 
Hey ho Jeany, ^c. 



«F CHOICE SONGS. yi9 

J E A N Y. 

Patj^ now delights mine eyes, 
He with eq\^al ardour dies, 
W^ofe life to fave I'd periih twice ;- - 
For kind Paty lo'es me. 
Hey ho Robin, Csff . 

Robin. 
What if I Kate for thee difdain^ 
And former love return iagain. 
To link us in the ftrongeft chain f 
For kind Robin lo'es thee. 
Hey bo Jeany, l^c* 

Jeaky. 
Tho' Patf^ Kind, as kind can be. 
And thou more ftormy than the fca, 
I'd chufe to live and die with thee. 
If kind i?0^/>r lo'es me. 
Hey ho Robin, IJc. 



o 



O my heavy Heart ! . 

Tune of. The Broom ^/'Cowdenknowsr 

I. 

My heait, my heavy, heavy heart, 

_ Swells as 'twou'd burft in twain | 
No tongue can e'er defcribeits fmart ; 

Nor 1 conceal its pain.- 

IF. 
Blow on, ye winds', defcend, foft rainsr 

To footh my tender grief: 
Your folemn mufic lulls my pain. 

And yields me ihort relief. 
O my hearty Scc^ 

iir. 

in fome lone corner would I fit, 

Retir'd from human kind ; 
Since mirth, nor (how, nor fparkling. vdt,. 

Can eafe my anxious mind. 
O my heartx &C« 

F r-r "''S^ 1 
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IV. 
The fun which makes all naturt gay^. 

Torments my weary eyes. 
And in dark (hades 1 pafs the dty. 

Where echo fleeping lies. 
O my hearty &C. 

V. I ^ 
The fparkline ftars which gaily ihine. 

And glitt'nng dect the night. 
Are all fuch cruel foes of mine, 

I ficken at their fight. 
O my biartf &C^ 

VI. 
The gods themfelves their creatures love^ 

Who do their aid implore ; 
O learn of them, and blefs the nymph 

Who only you adore. 
O my heart, &c. 

VJI. 
The f!rongefl paflion of the mind. 

The greatcft blifs we know» 
Arifcs from fucccfsful love. 

If not the greateft wo. 
O my heart, &c. 

Bellafpelling. 

I. 

ALL you that would refine your blood, 
As pure as fam'd Le^welling, 
Ey water clear, come every year> 

'And drinli at BeliafpelUng, 
Tho' pox or itch your fkin enrich 

V/ith rubies paft the telling, 
'Twill clear your fkin, ere you have been 
A month at Bellafpclling, 

l\. 

Tho' ladies cheeks be green as leeks. 

When they come from their dwelling, 
The liindling rgfe wkhiiv them hlows 
"While ihe'£ at BtUafpeJlmg. 



^ 
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Tie futty brown juft come from town. 

Grows here as.freih as Hihn ; 
Then back (he goes to kill the beaux. 

By dint of Be/IaJ^iag, 

III. 

Our ladies are as fre(h and fkir 

As Ro/s or bright Dunkeliing ; 
And Mars might ms^ a fair raidake^ 

'WcreYi^^xBeUafpeUing. . - 
We maft fubmit as they udnk fit. 

And there ift. no rebellifig; 
The reafon's plain, the ladies reign 

Our queens at BelhJpiUimg, 

IV. 

By matchlefs charms and conquering arms^ 

They have the way of qvelHns; 
Such deiperate foes as dare opp<He 

Their power 2X Bellafpelling. 
Cold water turns to fire, and Durns, 

I know't becaufe J feH in . 
The happy ilream where a fair dame 

Did bathe at BellaffieUing. 

V- 
Fine beaux advance; equlpt for dance,- 

And bring their Anne and ihll in 
With fo much grace, I'm fure no place 

Can vie with Bella/peUing, 
No politics, orfubtilc tricky. 

No man his country foiling ; 
We eat and drink, and ncve^ think,, 

Like rogues at fylla^eUing^, 

VI. 

The pain*din mind,, thepufrd- with wind^ 

They all come here peU-4»eU in, . 
And they are fwrc to faid % cure 

By drinking BellaJpelUng. 
Tho' dropfjr fill you to the gilU 

From chm to toe hig|i fwelling, 
Pour in, pour out, you ne«i. not doitbt^- 

A QWXt ?X Bella/pelling . 

E f 3. ^ '^^^ 



YOQ die at JieilaJpeUing. 

VIII. 
Good cheer, good air, much joy, no caxty 

Your fight, your fate and fmelling. 
Your ears, your touch, traniported much. 

Each day at Bellafpelling^ 
Within this bound we all ileep found,. 

No noify dogs are yelling. 
Except you wake for Cr/rVs fake 

All night at Bellaffelling. 

IX. 
Here all yon fee, both he and fhe^ 

No4ady keeps her cell in. 
But all partake the mirth we make, 

Wlio live at Bellafpclling. 
My rhyme is gone, 1 think I've done, 

Unlefs I ftiou'd bring hell in; 
But ^nce we're here to heaven fi) near,. 

I can't at BellafpeWing. 

The wandering Beauty. 
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H. 

Jut fee ! implor'd by mpying J)rayerff ' 

To change the loveKs pain ; 
^emus h^r harnefs'd doves prepares^ 

And brings the fair again. 
Proud mortus who this maid purfue,. 

Think you ihe*ll e'er refign ? 
[^eafc, fools, your ^ifhes to renew, 
rill fhe grows flefh 9zid blood like you> 

Or you like her divine t 

Or you, 8cc^ 

The Sweet Temptation^ 

SAW ye the nymph whom I adore f 
Saw ye the goddefs of my heart ? 
Rnd can you bid me love no more I 
And can you think I feel no fmart I 

It 
So many charms aronnd her fhine*. 

Who can the fweet tcnvptation fly ? 
Spite of her fcom, fhe's fo divine^ 

That I muft love her, tho' Idie. 

Bonny Barbara Allan, 

L 

IT was in and about the Martinmas; tune-. 
When the green leaver were a- falling. 
That Sir John Grame in the weft country 
Fell in love with BarBara jtllan. 

ir. 

He fent his man down through the town,. 

To the place where Ihe was dwelling, ^ 

O hafte and come to my mafter dear, 
, .Gin ye be Barbara Allarti^ 
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Ilf. 

O hooly, hooly rofe'five up, 

To di€ place where he was lyings 
And when (he drew the curtain hy-^ 

Young man, I think you'ire dying., 

jy. 

O its 1*^01 ficky and very very fick. 

And 'tis a' for BaxharA Allan. 
O tTie better for me ye's never bc> 

Tho' your heart's blood were a-ipillihg.: 

V. 

O dinna ye mind* young man,, faid fiien 
When ye was in the tavern a-drinkinpf. 

That ye made the healths ga« round and rounds 
And flighted B^rbaya AIIau t ■ 

VI. 

He turn'd his face unto the wall. 
And death was with him dealing? ; 

Adieu, adieu, my dear friends all. 
And be kind to Barbara JUan, 

VII. 

And flowly, flowly raife fhe up, 

And flowly, flowly left* him ; 
And fighing, faid, (he cou'd not ftay. 

Since death of life had reft him. 

VIII. 
She had not gatie a mile but twa, 

When ftie heard the dead bell ringing. 
And every jow that the dead bell' gied,. 

It cry'd. Wo to Barbara Allan, 

IX.' 
O mother, mother, make, my bed, 

O make it faft and narrow, 
Since my Iovd dy'd for me to-day,. 

1*11 die for him to-mcrrow. 
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The Toper's Petition.^ , 

I. •';' .„;■;■■■■. , 

) Grant me, kind iacciuri 
The god of the vme, 
t apipe nor a tun, 

lut an xKean of wine, ..... 

th a fhip that's well mann'd 
Vith fuch rare-hearted fellow$> 

ne'er left the tavern 
or a porterly alehoufe. 

ir. 

the ihip fpring a leak, 
'o let in the tipple^ 
hoQt pump or longboat* 
^o fave (hip or people : 
liat each jolly lad 
fay always be bound, 
to drink, or ta drink, 
)r to drink, or be drown'd^ 

KL 
en death does prevail^ 
: is aiv deitgn 
be nobly entomb'd 

1 a. wave of good wine t 

hat living or dead, ' , 

oth body and fpiiit^ 
' float round the woHd 
i an ocean of claret. 



The Relief by the BowL . 

Bce drinking has power to bring us relief,. 
Come fill up the bowl, and the pox on all grief: 
e find that won't do, we?ll have fuch anotlier ; - 
fo we'll proceed from one bowl ta anodier ; 
, lil^e fons of Apollo^ we'll make oar wit foar 
Q ho^^e to Bacchhi fall down oa ^&qic&« 
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.4nA aii4 Bsffhuwenjaofii mcnjr 1 

Bidiof tibcfli uritiJ)Ai6uto ta&oflri3idrb6ffeli t- 
Thealn^vt, id fliew oiviUffivi miti^ 

And ckn we fluui cMk W V ^ '^ ' 




T) Yl£|^ii^t attr the aiipim dome 

J3 & vaxicms cohimiurihui ariie | . „ ^.j, , 

AUcliiiiaietucdieiriuttmtodie;^ ': ' 

'Theb godlike adioiuieacki^iM; '; . 
l£m» aiil ibVv/ reireie their ifabine;- "*^ '<". ■ , 
And/iff/ fiDg their deathlefi <ta»t:^: ' ' . 

U^ / :;■: ;: . ■ V- "* 

Great*. p;en'ioiUy nobl^, wifi^iiiidbtr^ . ' ' 
Are titles thevmoftjuftfjdiiim; * 

Their deeds fhall live Deyoiid.the grave* 
Which babes anbom mall load proclaim y. 

Time fhall their glorious a£is hiroU, 

Whilfl: love and friendfiiip charm the foul. 



The Coquet. 

J. 

FRom mate's and IViiVsy 
To purung rill«> 
The love-fick Strefbon flics i 
There full ol^ wo. 
His numbers flow, 
And all ia rhyme he dies*. 

The fair coquet. 
With feign'd regret, v 
Inidtes him backtotoiwTL^ 



or CHOICE SONGS. 347 

But when in tears 

The lad appears, 

e meets him widi a frown. 

IIL 

Pull of the maid 
This prank had played, 
11 angry Strephom fwore. 
And what is ftrange, 
Tho' loath to change, 
ould never fee her more. 



W Gently touch, &c. 
I. 

'^ Ently touch the warbling lyre, 
J Cblee fe^ms indin'd to reft, 
ill her foul with fond defire, 
Softeft notes will footh her breaft. 
leafing dreams aflifl in love, 
et them all propitious prove. 

IL 

^n the moiTy bank (he Hes, 
(Nature's verdant velvet-bed), 

leauteous flowers meet her eyes. 
Forming pillows for her head* 

Wphyrs waft their odours round,' 

Lnd indulging whifpers found. 



' Imitated. 

G Ently fHr and blow the fire, 
Lay the mutton down to road ; , 

3et me, quick, 'tis my defire, 

)n the dreeping- pan a toaft, • ' " ^- 

rhat my hunger may remove ; 1^ 

Vlutton is the meat I love. 
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n. 

On the drcfler fee it lies : 

Oh the charming white and reA \ 

Finer meat ne'er met my eyes, * 
On the fweeteft grafs itf fed : 

Swifdy make the jack go round. 

Let me have it nicely brown'd* 

iir. . ^ 

On the table fpread^he cloth, 

Let the knives be iharp and tdean ; 

Pickles get of every fort. 

And a fallftd criip ftnd^reen : 

Then with fmall b^r and fparkling T^ine».; 

O ye gods ! how I fluU'daBc. 



The happy Beggars* ■• 

^ueen of the Si^ggars. 

HOW blcfs'd arc beggar-laffes. 
Who never toil for treafure I 
Who know no care, but how to fharc 

Each day fucceflive pleafiirc ! 
Drink away, let's be gay. 

Beggars dill with blifs abound, 
MLth and joy ne*er can clov, 

Whilft the fparkling glaw goes round. 
Firfi Woman. 
A fig for gaudy fafhions. 

No want of cloaths opprefles ; 
We live at eafe with rags and fleas. 

We value not our drefTes. 
Drink aivay. See. 

Second Woman, 
We fcorn all ladies wafhes, 

With which they fpoil each feature, 
No p Itch or pkint our beauties want, 

We live in fimple nature. 
Drink a<voay^ &c» 
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■ * 7hirdWcman, 

No colit, fpleen, cr vapours. 

At mom, or evening teafe us ; 
Wc drink no tea, or ratafia ; 

When iick, a dram can eafe qs. 
Drink a-wajft &c. 

Fourth Woman. 
That ladies aA in private. 

By nature's foft compliance ; 
Wc think no crime, when in our prime. 

To kifs without a Ikence. 
Drink atvayt &c. 

•-•• Fifth Woman. 

W« know no fhame or fcandal, ~ 

The beggars law befriends us ; 
We all agree in liberty. 

And poverty defends us. 
JDrink a^wayt &c. 

Sixth Woman. 
Like jolly beggar wencher. 

Thus, thus wc drown di forrow ; 
Wc live to-day, and ne'er delay 

Our pleafure till to-xnonow. 
J)rikk awajf Sec, . * '-» ' 



Lucy and Coli^. 
1. 

OF Letftery fam'd for maidens fair. 
Bright Lucy was the grace ; 
Nor e'er did Liffy\ limpid itream . > 

Reflect fo fweet a face : 
Till lucklefs love and pining ctrc 

ImpairM her rofy hue, 
Her, coral lips and damafic cheeks, * 

And eyes of glofly blue. 
Vol. IV. ♦ G g t3Vi\ 
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ir. 

Oh ! have you feen a lily pale, 

When beating rains defcend ? 
So droop'd the Uow-confuniing maid^ 

Her fife was near an end. 
By Lucy warn'd, of fiatt'ring fwains 

Take heed, ye eafy fair. 
Of vengeance due to broken vows^ 

Ye pcrjur'd fwains, beware. 

Hi. 

Three times, all in the dead of night;, 

A bell was heard to ring ; 
And fhrieking at her window thrice, ; .f 

The raven flapp'd his wing : 
Too well the love-lorn maiden knew 

The folemn boding founds 
And thus in dying words befpoke. 

The virgins weeping rpunjj ; 

IV. 

^' I hear a voice you .cannot hear, 

** Which fays I mull notilay ; 
"=* 1 fee a hand you cannot fee^ 

** Which beckons me away. 
'' Ey a falfe heart and broken vows, 

** In early youth I die ; 
'^^ Was 1 to blame, becaufe his bride 

." Was thrice as rich as I ? 

V. 

** Ah Colin ! give not her thy vows, 

** Vows due to me alone ; 
** Nor thou, fond maid, receive his kifs, 

" Nor think him ail thy own. 
" I'o-morrow in the church to wed, 

*' Impntient both prepare : 
** But know, fond maid, and knov/, falfe man, 

'* That Lucy ^\iIl be there. 
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VI. 

*' Then bear nly corfe, my comrades dear, ' 

** This bridegroom blithe to meet ; 
• * He in his wedding- trim fo-gay, 

** I in my winding-fheet.** 
She fpoke, -ihe dy'd : her corfe was bom. 

The bridegroom blithe to m^et ; 
He in his wedding-trim fo gay. 

She in her windmg-{heet. 

VII. 

Then what were perjur'd Colin s thoughts I ' 

How were thefc nuptials kept ! ■ 
The bride's men flock'd round Lucy dcad^ 

And all the village wept. 
Confttfion, (hame, remorfe, defpair. 

At once his bofom fwell ; 
The damps of death bedew^tf his brow. 

He (hook, he gsQj^'d, he fell. 

VIII. '^ 
From the vain bride (ah bride no more !) 

The varying; crimion fled, 
When ftretch'd before her rival's corfe. 

She faw her hufband dead. 
Then to his Lucyh new-made grave, 

Convey'd by trembling fwams. 
One mold with her, beneath one fody 

For ever now remains, 

IX. 

Oft at his grave, the conftant hind,' 

And plighted maids are feen. 
With garlands gay and true lovs-knots- 

They deck the facred grfeen. 
But, fwain forfworn, whoe'er thou art,. 

This hallow'd fpot forbear ; ' 
Remember Colinh dreadful fate^ 

'And fear to meet him here. 

G g 2 X>^^vRi>t.V ^ ^ 
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Deruet's Cronoclu , 



r. 

ONE Sunday after mafs, 
Dermet «nd his lafs 
To the Greenwood did pais, 
All alone, all alone, 
All alone, all alone, all alone«. 

II. 

He aik*d for a pogue, 
And fhe call'd him a rogne, 
And ilruck him with her brogue> 
Ahon ! ahon ! ahon ! 

IIL 

Said he, My dear ihoy. 
Why will you prove coy ? 
Let us play, let us toy'. 
All alone, all alone, 
Afl alone, all alone, all alone, 

IV. 
If I were fo mild. 
You are fo very wild. 
You would get me a fhild. 
Ahon ! ahon ! ahon ! 

V. 

He bribed her with fruits. 
And he brib'd her with nuts. 
Till a thorn prick'd her foots. 

Haloo ! haloo ! haloo ! haloo \ 



Shalll pull it out ! 
You will hurt me, I doubt, 
J^d make me to fnout. 

Haloo \ haloo \ YiaXoo \ 
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A Review of St Pa-ul's Churchy 
CovENT Garden. 



HAving fpent all my time 
Upon women and wine, * 

I went to the church out.of ipitc ; 
But what the prieft faid 
Is quite out of my head, 
I refofv'd not to edify by*t, " 

11. 

All the women I view'd. 

Both religious and lewd. 
From the fable top- knot to the (carlets ; 

An even wager I'd lay, • 

That at a foul play, 
The hoofe ne'er fwarm'd.fo with harlots. 

III. 

Madam lovely I iaw 

With her daiighters-iir-law, 
-Whom (he offers to fale ev'ry Sunday ^ 

In tlie midft of her pray'rs . 

She .negotiates- affairs. 
And £gns affignations for Monday, 

IV. 

Next a baron knight's daughter,., 

Whofe own mother taught her. 
By precept and pradical notions^ 

To wear:gaudy cloaths^ 

And offk the beaux. 
Was at chuf ch, to (hew frgns of'devotxoD. 

V.' 

Next, a lady of fame. 

Whom we fhall not name^ 
She'll.give you no trouble in teaching ;; 

She has a very Ene book. 

But ne'er on it doee look,; - < 

Asid regards neither praying nor pre^LcYmx^* 
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' VI. 

Madam fair there flie fits, : " n 

Almoil out of her wits. 
Betwixt vice and devotion debating ; 

She's as vitious as fair. 

And has no bufinefs there, 
To hear Mailer Ticiie text-prating* 

VIL 

From the corner of the fquare 

, Comes a hopeful young pau»». 

As religious as they fee occaiion' ; 

But if patches or paint 

Be true figns of a faint. 
We've no reafon to fear their damnation. 

viii. 

When thus he had done, 

He blefs'd every one* 
With Kis benedi£iion the people : 

So 1 run to the Cro<wfi, . 

Left the church' (hou'd fall down. 
And beat out my brains with the fteeple. 

SusAN*s Complaint and Remedy. 

I. 

AS down in the meadows I chanced to pafs, 
Oh 1 there I beheld a young beautiful lafs. 
Her age, I am fure, it was fcarcely fifteen. 

And ftie on her head wore a garland of green ; 
Her lips were like rubies ; and as for her eyes. 

They fparkled like diamonds, or ftars in the ikies 
And as for her voice, it was charming and dear^ 
And ihe fung a fong for the lofs of her dear. 

II. 
Why does my love Willy prove falfe and unkind ? 
AJi 1 why does he change like the wavering wind^ 
From ore that is loyal in every degree ? 
Ah ! v/hy does he change xo aivoxV^t ^\QtR.\ftft 5 
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Or -does he take pleafure to torture me fo ? 
Or does he deiight in my fad overthrow i 
Sufanna will always prove true to her trail, 
*Tis pity lov'd Willy Ihou'd prove fo unjuft. 

III. 
In the meadows as we were a-making of hay^ 
There did we pafs the foft minutes ^way ; 
Then was I kifs'dy and fet down on Ms knee^ 
No man in the world was fo loving as he. 
And as he went forth to harrow and plow, 
I milk'd him fweet fillabubs under my cow l 
. O then I was kifs'd as I fat on his knee > 
No man in the world was fo loving as he. 

IV. 

Bat now he has left me, and Fanny the fair 
Employs all his wifhes, his thoughts, and his care : 
He kifles her lip as fhe £ts on his knee. 
And fays all the fweet things he once Md to me .: 
But if fhe believe him, the falfe-hearted fwain 
Will leave her, and then fhe with me may complain:.. 
For nought is more certain, believe filly Sue, 
Who once has been faithlefs can never be true, 

V. 

She finifh'd her fong, and rofe up to be gone. 
When over the meadow came jolly young John, 
Who told her that ftie was the joy of his life, - 
And if ihe'd confent, he wou'd make her his wife : 
She cou'd not refufe him, £0 ta chifirch they went ; 
Young Willys forgot, and young Su/an's content. 
Moft men are like Willy, mod women like Sue ; 
If men will be falfe, why fhou'd women be true ? • 



The Cobler. 

ACobler there was, and he liv'd in a ftall. 
Which ferv'd him for parlour, for kitchen and haH^ 
No coin in his pocket, nor care in his pate, 
No ambition had he, Bor no duns at his ^te^. 

Perry dtnA; It y dQ'wn^ donA?n^ d^rry-dti^n\ 
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n. 

Contented he work'dy-and^e.tkoiK^liimfeiif hip; 
If at night hecou-d pwpdtalk'A'CWpmhtowm-imppfi 
He'd laugh then.and whH^,^afRd ftng too'moftiwccf 
Saying, Juft to a hair I've evade both ends meet* 
Derry dtfwn^ &c. 

m. 

But love the difturber of high sttd efk)Wy 
That (hoots at the peafant as well as the bexiiy 
He (hot the poor coblcr quitjethro* the heart, 
I wifh it had hit fome moiie ignoble part. 
Derry doivn, &:c, 

IV. 

It was from a cellar this archer did play, 
Where a buxom young damfel continually lay ; 
Her eyes (hone fo bright when (he rofe cycry^ayr 
TJiat (he (hot th^ poor cobler ftraight oyer Ae way* 
Derry doivn, &c.. 

V. 
He fung her love-fongs as he fat at his work. 
But (he was as hard as a Jtvj or a Turk : 
Whenever he fpoke, (he wou'd flounce, and wou'd tcj 
Which put the poor cobler quite into deipair. 
Derry dcix'tty &c* 

VI. 

lie took up his awl, that he had in the world. 
And to make away with himfelf was rcfolv'd. 
He pierc'd thro* his body inftead of the fole : 
So the cobler he died, and the bell itxiid toll. 
Derry donvn^ &c. 

The bonny Earl of Murray. 

I. 

YE Highlands, and ye Lawlands, 
Oh ! where have you been ? 
They have (lain the Earl oi Murray y 
i4nd they laid hixa on tlki^i %;c^^u\ 
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IL 
Now wae be to thee, Huntly, 

And wherefore did you fae ? 
I bade you bring him wi' you» 

But forbade you him to Utf. 

III. 
He was a braw gallant. 

And he rid at the ring ; 
And the bonny Earl ofMitmty, 

Oh 1 he might have been a Jcing» 

IV. 

He was a braw gallant, 

~ And he play'd at the ba* : 
And the bonny Earl of Murray 

Was the flower amang them a^ 
And the, &c. 

V. 
He was a braw gallant. 

And he play*d at the glove : 
And the bonny Earl of Mmray, 

Oh ! he was the queen'^ love. 
And the, &c. 

Oh ! lang will his lady 

Look o'er the caftle Down^ 
Ere ihe fee the Earl of Murray 

Come founding thro' the town. 
Erejbe, &c. 
^■^■^^— ^— — — "i— ^^" i»^.— — ^ II 1 1 ■ III 1 1 ■■ 

If c*er I do w«Il, ^tis a Wonder, 



WHen I was a young, lad. 
My fortune was bad ; 
If e'er I do well, 'tis a wonder : 
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I fpcnt all mv means 
On whores, oawds, and queans : 
Then I got a commiffion to plunder* 
Fall all de rally &c. 

IF. 

The hat I have on. 

So greafy is grown. 
Remarkable 'tis for its ihining ; 

'Tis ftitch'd all about. 

Without button or loop, ^ 
^nd never a bit of a lining* 

Fall all deralU &c. 

in. 

The coat I have on, • 

So thread- bar&ds grown, 
So out at the armpits and elbows^ 

That I look as abfurd 

As a failor on board. 
That has ly'n fifteen months in the biIbo8« 

Fall all de rally &C- 

IV. 

My ftiirt it is tore 

Both behind and before. 
The colour is much like a cinder ; 

'Tis fo thin and fo fine. 

That it is my defign 
To prefent it to the mufes for tinder- 

Fall all derail, &c. 

V. 

My blue fuftian breeches 

Is wore to the flitches, 
My legs you may fee what's between them ; 

My pockets all four, 

Tm the fon of a whore. 
If there's ever one farthing within them. 

Fall all derail. Sec. 

vr. 

I've ftockings, 'tis true. 
But the devil a ftvoe, 
jr*in oblig'd to weatboot^\iv^\vjt^.'Ctv^t% 
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Se damn'.d the boot-fble, ^ 

Curie on the fpur-roll, 
X^onfouiided be the upper-leathen 

FM all de ralUhti. 

VII. 

Had ye then but feen 

The fad plight 1 was in, 
Yc'd not feen luch a poet amongft twenty ; 

I have nothing that's foil. 

But my (hirt and my fcuU, 
For my pockets and belly were empty. 

Fall all derail, &c. 



The Fumbler*s Rant 
1. 

COme carls a* of furo biers ha*. 
And I will tell you of our fate, 
JSince we have married wives that's braw^ 
And canna pleafe them when 'tis late : 
A pint we'll take, our hearts to cheer ; 

What fauts we have, our wives can tell : 
Gar bring us in baith ale and beer. 
The auldefl bairn we hae's ourfelL 

II. 

Chrift'ning of weans we are rid of. 

The parifh-prieft 'tis he can tell. 
We aw him nought but a gray groat. 

The ofPring for the houie we dwell. 
Our bairns's tocher is a' paid, • 

We're mafters of the gear our fell ; 
liCt either well or wae betide. 

Here's a health to a' the wives that's jell, 

III. 

. Our nibour's auld fon and the lafs. 
Into the barn amang the ftrae. 
He grips her in the dark beoruefs. 
And after that comes meikle wae. 
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Rcpentance^y comes afterhin'. 
It coil the carl baith corn and hsLj ; 

We're quat of that with: little din« 
Sic croiTes haunt ne'er you nor I* 

IV. 

Now merry, merry may we bc# 

When we think on our nibOotf Motee^ - 
The way the carl docs, we fee, 

Wi' his auld fon and his daughter Maggy .- 
Boots he maun hae, piflols» why iidt ;. 

The hufly maun hae corldt (hoon : 
We are no lae ; gar fill the pot, . 

We'll drink to a' the hours at e'en. 

V. 
Here's a health to John Mackay we^H drink. 

To HughiCf AndrfWy Rohy and Tiawr .• 
We'll fit and dnnk, we'll liod and winkt> 

It is o'er foon for us to gane. 
Foul fa the cock, he'as fpilt Ac phy, ^ 

And I do trow he's but a fool. 
We'll fit a while, 'tis lang to day. 

For a' they rave at Too{. 

VI. 

Since we have met, we'll merry be. 

The foremofl hame fhall bear the mell ; 
I'll fet me down, left I be fee. 

For fear that I (hou'd bear't myfell. 
And I, quoth Rob, and down fat he; 

The gear (hall never me outride. 
But we'll take a foup of the barley-bree. 

And drink to our yell firefide. 

The Matron's Wifh. 

I. 

WHen my locks are grown hoary, 
And my vifage looks pale j 
When my forehead has wrinkles, 
And my eye-fight docs fail ; 
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ny words and my a6lions 
free from all harm, 
may I have my old hufband 
) keep my back warm. 

CHORUS. 

The pleajures of youth • ' 

Areflo'wersbutofyi'kyi 
Our lifis hut^ ^pcfour^ 

Our body^s hut clay 
let me li<ve ^well^ 

Tho* I li<ve but a day^ 

IL . 
I a (ermon on Sundmyy 
id a Bible of good print ; 
I a pot on the fire, - ,. 

id good viands in't ; 
I ale, beer, and brandy, 
►th winter and fummer. 
Link to my goflipj, . 
id be plcde'd by my cummer. 
The flea/ures of, &c. 

III. 
y P%^ ^^^ with poultry, 
ad iome money inilore, ' ^ 

)urchafe the needful, 
ad to give to the poor : 
I a bottle Ox^ Canary 

fip without iln, 

to comfort my daughter , ^ . 

'henc'a^lhciiosin. . ■ ^ 
The pleafures of -.&c. 

^- 

1 a bed foft and eafy 
o reft on at night, 

ti a maid in the morning 

rife with the iightr 

OL, IV. * H h 'T:^ 



With a thick hood and mantle^ 
When I ride on my mare. 

Let me dwell near my cupboard. 
And far from my foes^ 

With a pair of glafs eyes 
To clap on my nofe. 

The plea/ures off Sec, 

VI. 

And when I am dcad» 

With a figh let them fay. 
Our honeft old cummer's 
Now laid in the clay : 
When voung, fhe was chearful^ 

No fcoldy nor no whore ; 
She afiifted her neighbours. 
And gave to the poor, 

Tho^ thejUnver of ker youth 

In her age did decay ^ 
Tho* her Ufe like a 'vapour 

E'vaniflf'd aivayf 
She /i'u*d ivell and haffy 
Unto her laft day. 



T"K 



T?fAa AA^/^*^/* C^..^ 
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IL ' 

The world is in pain 

Our fecret to gain, 
And ilill let them wonder and gaze on : 

They ne'er can divine . . 

The word, or the fign. 
Of a free and an accepted mafon. 

Ill; 

*Tis this and *tis that. 

They cannot tell what, 
Whv fo many great men of the nation 

Snould aprons put on. 

To make thcmfelves onei 
With a free and an accepted maibn. 

n^ 

Great kings, dukes, and lords. 

Have laid oy their (words, . 
Our myil'ry to put a good gf ace on^^^ 

And ne'er been alham'd 

To hear themfelves nam'd 
With a free and an accepted jnafou. • 

V. 

Still firm to our truflr 

In fricndfhip we're juft. 
Our adtions we guide by our reafbn r 

By obferving this- ruje. 

The pafiions move cool 
Of a fret ^nd an accepted mafon. 

VI. 

All idle debate 

About church or the ftate. 
The fprings of impiety and treafon : 

Theferaifers of ftrife 

Ne'er ruffle the life 
Of a free and an accepted mafon. 

Antiquity's pride 
We have on our fide. 
Which adds high senown to our ftatlon ; 
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There's nought but what's good 
To be underftood 
By a free and an accepted mafon. 

vin. 

The clergy embrace. 

And all Aaron's race, 
Our fquare alliens their knowledge to place on ; 

And in each degree 

TheyMl honoured be 
With a free and an. accepted mafba. 

IX. 

We're true and fmcere 

In our love to the fair. 
Who will trnft us on every occafion : 

No mortal can more 

The ladies adore 
Than a free and an a(ccepted maibn. 

X. 

Then join hand in hand, 

T' each other firm ftand, 
Let's be merry, and put a good fkcc on : 

What mortal can boaft 

Sonobleatoaft 
As a free and an accepted mafon ? 



The Sailor's Rant. 
I. 

HO'\V plcafunt a failor's life paflef, 
Who ! oams o'er the watery main ! 
Ino tre^ifure he ever amaffes. 

But chrarfuUy fpcnds all his gain. 
V/e're drai.gers to party and fadtion. 

To honcur and honelly true ; 
Ai:d v/ould not commit a bad aflion, 
for iQW'Qx or prcfi.t Vn \kv,\ 
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Chorus. 
Tbewwhyfifauldijue quarrel for riches y * 

Or any fuch glittering toy f 
jl light heart emd a thin pair of breeches 

Goes thorough the iJcorUiy hra've toy, ■ ' 

IL 
The world is a beautiful garden, 

Enrich'dwiththe bleiRngsof lifey • \ 

The toiler with plenty fewarding^ 

Which plenty too often breeds ftrife^ ; 

When terrible tempefts afTaii us. 

And mountainous billows afFright ; 
No grandeur or wealth can avail us. 

But Ikilful induftry fleers right. 
Then ivhy fiouUy &c. 

III. ' 

The courtier's more fubjeft to danger«y 

Who rules at the helm of the ftate. 
Than we, that to politics are ftrangers,. v 

Efcape the fnares laid for the great. 
The various bleflings of nature, 
- In various nations we try : 
^No mortal than us can be greater. 

Who merrily live till we die. 
Tken whyjhouldy &c. 



A Love Song in the modern Taftcy 
By Dr Swift. 

T. . . 

FLutt'ring fpread thy purple pinion Sy 
Gentle Cupid^o^cx my heart ; . , 

I a ilave in thy dominions, 
Nature mull give way to art. 
II. 

Mild Arcadians y ever bloomiijg, 

Nightly nodding o'er your nocks. 
See my weary days con fuming '^T 

All bgncath yon flowery rocks. 

H h 3 • '^^*» 
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III. 

Thus the Cy/r/^?» goddefs weeping, ■ 
Mourn'd Mont's, darling youth, 

fiim the boar, in iilence creeping, 
Gor'd with unrelenting tooth. 

IV. 

Cynthia, tune harm&nious numbers. 

Fair Difcretion, ftring the lyre. 
Sooth my ever waking numbers. 

Bright Apollo^ lend thy choir, 

V. 
Gloomy Pluto, king of terrors, 

Arm'd in adamantine chains. 
Lead me to the cryftal mirrors 

Wat'ring foft Eljifian plains. 

VJ. 

Mournful cypref*?, verdant willow. 

Gilding my Aureiia's brows, 
Mcrpheus hov'ring o'er my pillow. 

Hear me pay my dying vows. 

VIL 

Melancholy, fmooth Meander 

Swiftly purling in a round. 
On thy margin lovers wander. 

With thy flow'ry chaplets crown'd. 

VIII. 

Thus when Philomela drooping. 

Softly feeks her filent mate ;. 
See the birds of Juno Hooping : 

Melody refigns to fate. 



Sylvia and the FlaCk. 



/TAank thee, my friend. 
That at length you ded;xrt> 
Why Sj/'via^s fo coy 
, As k>' Aun rn^ with. catc. 
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-mus'd every night. 

And rack'd my poor foul, 
To find out the caufe 

Of a wifehood fb foul. ^. , .; 

tut fhe tells rae fhe cannot 

With claret agree, 
rhat fhe thinks of a hogfhead 

Whene'er fhe fees me : 
That I fmell like a beaft. 

And therefore that I 
klufl refolve to* forfake her> 

Or claret, goodclaret deny. • ; 

IIL 
Te gods ? was ere it known * ^ ^ 

That beafls fmell'd of wine ? 
They brutifhly abhor 

A liquor fb divine : 
Tis when we are moft beafls,. 

When like them in common, 
Wc eagerly go a hunting 

For Uie next lewd woman. 

IV. 

^ufl I leave my dear bottle. 

That has been ever my friendf * ,. 

iVhich prolongs all my joys,. 

To my grief pjuts an end ? 
Yhich infpires me with wit. 

And makes me fo fublime,^ 
That there's none arc like us 

That drink the befl wine i 

Y. ■ ' 

iut Silviay whom nature 

So perfefl has made, 
ilas no room left for wifhes. 

New beauties to add. 
iluft I leave her, I'm forry. 

It is too hard a tafk ; . . .''\ \ 

iTet fhe may go to the devil, ^^ 

JRoD^ me tie other flaik, '^"•• 



<: 
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Love, Drink, and Debt. 
I. 

I Have been tn love, and in debt, and in drittk> 
Thefe many and many a year ; 
And thcfc are plagues enough I Ihou'd think 

For any poor mortal to bear. 
Twas love made me fall into drink. 
And drink made me fall into debt ; 
And tho'I have flruggled and fb-ovc, 
J cannot get out of tiicm yet. 

IL 
There's nothing but money can cure me. 
And rid me of all my pain : 
'Twill pay all my debts. 
And remove all my lets ; 
And my miftrefs, that cannot endure me. 

Will love me, end love me again : 
Then, tlien I fliall full to my loving and drinking again 



The Farmer's Son. 
I. 

SWcct Xcl/yy my heart's deliglit, 
15c loving, and do not flight 
The* prol^cr 1 make, for moJcfty's icikc^ 

I honour your beauty bright ; 
For love 1 profcf^^, 1 can do no Icfs, 

Thou hail my fi^vour v/on ; ■ 
And fjnce 1 fee vcur inodcRy, 
1 pray agree ana fancy me, 
Thfj' I'm but a l'armer*s fon. 

U, 

No ; I am a lady gay, 
'I'is very well kiio\/u I niny 
Have men of renown in country and town. 

Sir Roger wit\\out de\av . 
Court Lriiigett or S«c, Kafc, K ann^^ ^ q\ rr\ie> 
'i'liok loves v/i\l fyon be \\ov\ \ 
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But don't ye dare to fpeak me fair. 
As tho' I were at my laft prayer. 
To marry a farmcr'a ftm* ; : 

Itl. 

My fathf r has riches in ftore, 
' Two hundred a year and more, 
Befides fheep and cows> carts, harrows, and plows> 

His age is above threefcore : 
And when he gives way, tlien merrily I 

Shall have what he has u'on ; 
Both land and kine, and all ihall be thiae^ 
If thou'lt incline, and wilt be mine. 

And marry a farmer's fon, 

IV, 

A fig for your cattle and com. 

Your profter'd love I fcom ; 
^is known very well^, my name is Nell, 
. And you're but a bumpkin bom. 
Well, fince it is fo, away I will go, 

Aod I hope no harm is done : 
Farewell, adieu, I hope to woo 
As good as you, and win her too, 

Tiio' I'm but a farmer's fon. 

V. 

Be not in fuch hafte, quoth ihe. 

Perhaps we may ftill agree : . . 
For, man, I proteft, I was but in jeftj^ 

Come prithee fit down by me ; 
For thou art the man that verily can 

Perform what muft be done, 
Both ftraight and tall, genteel withal ; 
Therefore I fhall be at your call 

To marry a farmer's fon. 

VI. 
Dear Nel/y, believe me how, 

I folemnly fwear and vow, . 

Mo lords in their lives take pfeafurc in their wives^ 
Like fellows that drive the plow, 

■'■■•■ Foir 



I. 

WHcn thy beauty appears 
With its graces and airs. 
All bright as an angel 

New dropt from the Iky ; 
At a diflance I gaze, 

And am aw'd by my fears ! 
So flrangely you dazzle mine eye ! 

II. 

But when without art 
Your thoughts you impart^ 
When your love runs m blufhcs 

Through every vein. 
When it darts from your eyes. 

When it pants From your heart. 
Then I know you are a ivof^^n again, 

m. 

There's a paflion and pride 
In our fex, (he repl'y'd. 
And thus (might I gratify both) 

I would do, 
Still an angel appear 

To each lover befide. 
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He begg'd.for a4iiiittance, . .... ,«.,,-. 4 ,, / 
She anfwer'd him, no ; . r 

Glumpaty^ Glumpaty^ Glump* 
My Dtf/^, my dear. 
Your true love is here, 

Dumpatyy Dumpaty^ Dump. 
No, no, Roger, no. 

As you came you may go, 
, Slumpaty^ Slumpaty, Slump. 

II. 
Oh what is the rcafon.^ 
Dear Dolly ?; he cry'd : 
Humpatyt &c. 
That thus I am caft off, • ■ 

And unkindly deny*d f ' ^ £» ':■ 

Trumpaty, Sec, - - 

Some rival more dear 

I guefs has been here : ' ' 

Crumpaty, &c. 
iSuppofe there's been two. Sir, 
Pray what's that to you| Sir f 

Numpaty, &c. - '* 

HI. 
Oh ! then with a fad look 

His farewell he took : ' 

Humpaty, &c. 
And all in defpair 

He leap'd into the brook : 
Plumpaty, Sec. 
His courage he cool'd. 

He found himfelf fooPd : - • 
Mumpaty, Sec. * ■ ■ ' 

He fwam to the fhore, ' 

And faw Dolly no more : 
Rumpaty, Sec, 

IV. ■;. -. i. ■ . 

Oh ! then (he recall'd, , . . . ^* 

And recall'd him again : ." ; 

Humpa/y, Sec. m 



~'Af ■■■"" 
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IOnce.wtsmpoetttiLffiiMry • ^ 
I kept my heart ftitt falTof gtee I 
There*! no nraii can laythatr&i nndbne^ 
For begging** no liew tn!At to ia€^ :-. 
TeUdafOt &c. ^ -. • ,\, 

SiC9ad Btfgm'* ./-'i. .^'] 
X once was an attorney at Im^ ""r • "'* *"- '^' 

And after a knight' of the poft ; 'I ^ ' '^ - *' 
Give me a briik wench and clean ibtrir^ 

Ahd I tatoe not who rules the ioft» - '-'' 

Third Biggttf, 

Mdce room for a ibldier in bniF, 
. Who raliantly ftrotted a6out» . 
Till he &Qcy'd the peace breakipig oW, ' 

And then he moft wi^y kid bi^t*^ 
7M49r9U, &c. 

Fourth Beggar, 
Here comes a courtier polite. Sir, 

Who flatter'd my Lqrd to his face ; 
Now railing is all his delight, Sir, 

Becaufe he mifs'd getting a place. 
TollderclU &C. 

Fifth Beggar, 
I ftill am a merry gut-fcraper. 

My heart never yet felt a qqalm ; 
Tho* poor, I can frolic and vapour. 

And fing any tune but a pfalm. 
fell deroll. Sec, 

Sixth Beggar* 
I was a fanatical preacher, 

J turn'd up my eyes when I pray*d : 
But my hearers half-ilarv'd their teacher^ 

For they bcliev'd not onp word that I faid. 
XollderoU^ &c. • 
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I ' Firft Beggar, 

Whoe'er would be merry and tree, • 

Let him lift, and from us he may learn ; 
In palaces who fhall you fee 

Half ib happy as we in a bam ? 

Chorus of all. 
Whoever «wou*d he merry ^ &«. 

' -^ 

To Signora Cuzzoni. 
I. 

Little Syren of the flage. 
Charmer of an idle age, 
^Empty warbler, breathing lyre, 
Winton gale of fond -defire i 
II. 
Bane of every manly art. 
Sweet enfeebler of the heart ; 
Oh too pleafing is thy ftrain ! 
Hence to fouthem climes again. 

ifi. 

Tancful mifchief, vocal fpell, 
•To this ifland bid farewell ; 
Leave us as we ought to be. 
Leave the Britons rongh and free. 

HAPPINESS. 

Tune, TV all you ladies now at land* 

I. 

MY deareft maid, fincc you defive 
To know what I wou'd wifh. 
What (lore of wealth I would require, 

To gain true happincfs ; 
This Sithful inventary take 
Of all that life can eafy make. 

1 i a Here 
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IL 
Here happy only are the few 
Who wi/h to live at home, 
Wh» never do extend their view 

^Beyond their fm all income; 
An income which ftiould ever be 
The fruit of honefi indti^hy, 

iir. 

^ foid ferene and froe from fearv 

With no contentions vex'd, 
Nor yet wkh vain and anxious cares 

To be at all perplexed < 
A body that's with health cndowM, 
An open temper, yet not rude. 

IV- 

A heart that's always circum^e^ji 

Unknowing to deceive* 
Yet ever wifely can rcile^. 

Not eafy to belie v«. 
As to my dreG, let it be ptain^ 
Yet always neat withoa^ a itain* 

V. ' 

A cleanly hearth and chearJM 6xc 

Tp dnve away the cold, , . 
A iQoderate glafs one woul^ eeqwei 

When saerry tales are told : 
*^hfe company of an eafy friend,, 
My like m fisrtQne and in mind. 

VL 
|omc ihelfs of books of the rigbtlsind* 

For knowledge and delight^ 
Not intricate, nor intcrltn'd 
With narrow party-fpite i 
A garden fair, to paint me clear 
Nature's gradations through, the y^ar* . 

VIL 

To give true relifli to delight, - 

A chaifte and chearful wife^ 
With fweeteft humour to unite 

Oar Ziearts as Vo»{^ i^U^^ *« 



^ 
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Sound ileep, whofe kied deliifivc tprn 
Sliall join the evening to th^ morn. 

VlfL 
So woald we live agreeably. 

And ever be content. 
To Providence ay thankful be 

For all thofe bleffings lent. 
O ibvereign power ! bat grant me tkisi. 
No more I'll aik, no more I'll wi&. 

Smirky Nan» 

Tune, Nannio. 

I. 

AH ! woes me, poor WiUy cry'd^ 
See how I'm wafted to a (pan ? 
My heart I loft, when firfl I fpy'd 

The charming lovely milk-maid Nan*- 
Vm grown fo weak, a gentle breeze 
Of du&y Roger^^ winnowiTig fan 
Would blow me o'er yon beechy trees^ 
And all for thee, my fmirky Nan* 

n. 

The alewife miftes me of late, 

I us'd to take a hearty can ; 
But I can neither drink nor eat, 

Unlefs 'tis brew'd and bak'd by Na». 
The baker makes the bcft of bread. 

The fio^r he takes, and leaves the bran ; 
The bran is every othermaid,. 

Compar'd with thee, my fmirky Nan*^ 
lit 
Sat Duk o' the green, diat nafty lown, 

Laft »ytt«^^ to my miftrefs ran. 
He fnatch'd a kifs ;. I kaock'd him down,- 

Which hugely pleas'd my fmirky Nan^- 
But hark ! the roaring fogcr comes. 

And rattles Tantara Tarrant 
She leaves her cows for noify drums. 

Woes, me I've loft my fmirky ffau ! 

L i i t ^ATf 
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' ■ Tarry • ^l^feoi •' ■ ■ ' * ■ ^ • *r^^'-" 







*t >. ^ ^ 
/TT^Arry woo, tmy woo/* "'^' , 

X Tarry woo it ill to ipui, '"■'"'.''' ', ?') . r" 
Cwdit weU, cirdit W^/t. . -^ ,5'' 

WWn •tis canlcd, m^. *yi4 ^i^/ / . , jj. ?« 
Tlieii the work if hdleil» mWt ' ' ' 

It may becieadingforaoiieetu. ,, 

• ' n-- ■■•-.• 

Singt my bonny harmlcfli (hetpy 
That feed upon the nioojjtjpa^ A#f^^ 
JBkating fweetly aa ye go - ; 
Thiongh the winter's jfroft aoll^w^;, :: i j . 
Harty and hvndt and fallpw-4eq*r\ . 
No be ha'f io niefol are ; 
Frae kings to him tluit hads the plowj^ 
Are all obligM to tarry wod*. 

III. 

Up ye fhepherds^ dance and fkipt. 
O'er the hills and valleys trip. 
Sing up the praife of tarry woo. 
Sing the flocks that bear it too :. 
Harmleis creatures without blame,. 
That dead the back and cram the wamej^ 
Keep us warm and hearty fou ; ^^ 

JLeeie me on the tarry woo. 

rv. 

How happy is a fhephcrd'is life. 
Far frae courts and free of &'ife. 
While the gimmers bleat and bac^. 
And the lambkins anfwet mae : 
1^0 fuch mufic to his ear. 
Of thief or fox he has no fear^ 
Sturdy kent, andcoUyioo, 
If^eJl diefend the tarrj N((^» 
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V. 

He lives content, and envies none ; 
Not even a monarch on his throne« 
Tho' he the royal fceptre fway$. 
Has not fweeter holydays. 
Who'd be a king, can only teU, 
When a ihepherd iings fae well ; 
Sings fae well, and pays his due. 
With honeft heart and tarry woo. 



On Henrietta's Recovery. 

Tune, My deary, if thou die. 

I. 

IF heaven, its bleffings to augment^ 
Call Henny to the &ies. 
Hence from the earth flies ail content^ 

The moment that Ihe dies ; 
For in this earth there is no fair 

Can give fuch joy to me j 
How great muft then be my deipair^ 
My Htnny^ an thou die ? 

n. " 

But now pale (icknefs leaves her face. 

And now my charmer ftniles ; 
New beauty heightens ev'ry grace, 
, And all my fear beguiles : ' 

The bounteous powers have heard the prayers 

1 daily made for thee, 
Like them be kind, and eafe my cares> 

£lfe I myielf mud die. 

Hodge of the Mill and buxome Nell* 

Y0ung iJcj^^r of the mill, : • 

One morning very (bon^ 
Put on his beft apparel, . x. . . \ 

JVeiv iioie and clouted (hoon ; 
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And he a- wooing came 

To bonny buxoxne Neli^ 
Dear lafs, cries he, coo'dfl fancy ine» 

I like thee wondrous well. 

My horfes I have drefs'^l. 

And gi'en them com and hay^ 
Put on my beft apparel : 

And having come this way. 
Let's £t and ^at « while 

With thee, my bonny Nell, 
Dear lafs, cries he» cou'dfl fancy me, 

ITc like thy perfon well. 

III. 
Young Rcgery you're miftaken^ 

The damfel then reply'd, 
I'm not in fuch a hafte 

To be a ploughman's bride ; 
Know I then live in hopes 

^Fo marry a farmer's ion r 
If it be fo, fays Hodge j I'll go ; 

Sweet miftrefs, I have done. 
IV. 
Your horfes you have drefs'd. 

Good Hoiiget I heard you fay,. 
Put on your beft apparel ; 

And being come this vvay^ 
Come fit and chat a while. 

O no indeed^ not /, 
ril neither ivaity nar fit^ nor prdte^ 

r^je other fijh to fry^- 

V. 

Go take your farmer's foD„ 

Wich all my honeft heart : 
What tho' my name be Roger, 

.That goes at plough aad carti 
I need not tarry long, 

I fbon may gain a wife ; 
There's buxomc Joan^ it i^ well k|WP«>. 

She loves me as \icr V\£c, 
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VI. 
Pimy what of bnxome Jpon f 
. Can'tl pieaie you as wdl i 
For ihe hasjie'er a peaajr. 
And I am buxome Nell ; 
A&d I have fifty fhillings. 

Thi money made him /mile : 
Oh then, my dear, I'll draw a chair, 
AxA chat with thee a while. 

VII. 
Within the ft)ace of half an hour 

This couple a bargain ftmck. 
Hoping that with thekr moi^ 

They both wioa'd have good lock. 
To your fifty IVc forty, 

with which a cow we^l boy ; 
We'll join our hands in wedlock4NUidSy 

Then who but yon and I ? 

Buttery May, 
I. 

IN yonder towh there wons a May^ 
Snack and perfyte as can be ony^ 
She is fae jimp, fae gamp, (ae gay, 
Sae capemoytie, and fae bonny : 
She has been woo'd and loo'd by mony. 

But (he was very ill to win ; 
She wadna hae htm except fae were borniy, 
Tho' he were ne'er iae noble a kin. 

U. . 

Her bonnynefs has been foreieen 

In ilka town baith far and near. 
And when (he kirns her minny's 1dm, 

She rubs her face till it grows clear ; 
But when her minny ihe did perceive 

Sic great inlack amang the butter. 
Shame fa' that filthy face of thine, 

'^Tis criih that gars your grunzie glitter. 
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thirds Dliikyfcn, Davy {cm. Robie Car&teU 
Tbi Uifi wik the ptitueat ^anc^ right ^Wfii^ 
Sing Stidrimiy Stou thrum, Sutbruin, Stony, 
jimj0 dmmcf9ty mair^ 'w^'/t uU Mffi johuyi. 

-.it?' • 

\ 3 With anns wa^^mfA l it ^tt^ ii M k^. o 
FaJc looki accused the crsHBl IMP^ ^ 

And fighs relieved JH^lm^ftjki^ ^ 
Hit.tniieiiil pipe all hrokflnfi^V' * ^*' • ' 
Lookf, fighs, and«ai|)ntlbaiM«tfty^ 

Why ring the weodt with wwM ia g ihwta I 
Ye larks, ye linnets^ oeafe xftKlhraifis i . 

I faintly hear in your foft notes " 

My Cbloe^s voice, that wakes my pains. 
But why fhould you your fo'ngs forbear ? 
Your mates delight your fongs to hear» 
But Cbloe imne difdains. 

IIL 

As thus he melanoholy flood 

Dejeded, as the lonely dove^ 
Sweet found broke gently thro' the wood* 

I feel a found my heart- firings move : 
'Twas not the nightingale that fung ; 
No, 'tis Chhe^s fweeter tongue : 

Hark ! hark ! what fays my love ? 

IV. 

How {\ mple is the nymph, fhe cries. 

Who -trifles with her lover's pain ? 
Nature flill fpeaks in womens ^y^» 

Our artful lips are made to feign. 
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1 Dapbnis ! Dapbnis I 'twas my pride^ 
was not my heart tfiy love deny'd : 
Coitie back, dear youth, again. . 

V. 
{ t' other djiy my hand he feiz'd : 
My blood with trickling motion flew^ 
dden I put on looks diiplf asM, 
And hafty from his hold withdrew : 
'was fear alone, thoM iimple Twain : 
ben hadft thou prefs'd my hand again« 
My heart had yielded too« 

VI. 
'is true, thy tuneful reed I blam*4. 
That fweird thy lip and rofy cheek ; 
hink not thy (kill in fong defam'd. 
Thy lip Aiould other pl^ures ieek* 
[ttchy much thy muiic I approve, 
tt break thy pipe, for more I love 
Much more to hear thee fpeak* 

VII. 

[y heart forbodes that I'm betray'd ; 

Daphnisi I fear, is ever gone:! 
aft night with Delia^s dog he play'd ; 

Love by fuch trifles firft comes on. 
[ow, now, dear (hepherd, come away. 

My tongue would now my heart betray. 
Ah Chloe / thou art won. 

VIIL 

*he youth ftept forth with nafty pace. 

And found where wifliing Chloe lay ; 
hame fudden lightened in her face, 

Confus'd (be knew not what to fay : 
k.t laft, in broken words (he cry'd, 
""o-morrow you in vain had try'd, , 

But I am loft to-day^ 

OV4 
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I 



Old Darby-^ 
L 



Y^Bar-CM?^^ while thus beyond me^utie 
t J You treat me with doabts and difdain, 
Yoa rofo all your youth of its plea/kre. 

And hoatd up an old age of pain ; 
Your nuudflUt i^^c I^^^ ^^ ^1 founded 

On duuiDG that will quickly decay ^ 
Yoo^ find to be very ill grounded, 

Whiefi once you ic£ diakte« obey. 

The lof« diat from beauty h drawn. 

By kindaafs, you ought to ini^rove ; 
"Soft toda and gay finiles are die dawti, 

Fraidon die iun-fhine of We. 
And tlio' the bright beami ofyemeym 

Should be clouded I that now ipe ib gny» 
And darknefs obfcure all the ikies, 

You ne'er can forget it wardi^* 

ni. * 

Old Dariyy with Joam by his Me, 

You have oftea resjardied widi wondlery 
He's dropfical, (heudiA^y'd^ 

Yet they're ever mieflrfy afiuidiBr : 
Together they totter ahont,. 

Or fit in the fan a]t the doer ? 
And at night when old Dariy*8 pot's out* 

His Joam wUl not iinolbe a w£bBF more. 

IV, 

No beauty nor wit they pofSbfi> 

Their leveral failings to oov<er : 
Then, what are the charms, can you gnefiti^ 

That make them fo fond of each othet Y , 
•Tis the pleafing remembrance of youth» 

The endearments that youthdid beftoiKr,' 
The thoughts of paft i^kaCure and truth» 

The beft of out b\eiK\n^'&>^cr9) « 



^ 
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V. 
Tlhofe traces for ever will laft. 

No iicknefs or time can remove : 
For when youth and beauty are paH:» 

And age brines the winter of love> 
A friendmip infenfibly grows, 

By reviews of fuch raptures as thefe ; 
The current of fondnefs dill flows. 

Which decrepit oid age cannot freeze. 

, The modern Marriage-queftion* 



T TAppy the world in that blefs'd age> 

JL X when beauty was not bought and fold, 

When the fair mind was uninflam'd 

With the mean thirft of baneful gold. " 

With the mean thirft^ &c. 

II. 
Then the kind fhepherd when he iigh*d> 

The fwain, whoie dog was all his wealthy 
Was not by cruel parents forc'd 

To breathe the am'rous vow by ftealth. 

Tobreathe^ &C. 

III. 
Now the firll qiieilion fathers afky 

When for their girls fond lovers fue, 
Is, — fVbat^s the ftttkment youHl make ? 

You're poor ! — he flings the iloor at you* 

Tou*rept}ory ScQ^ 

The Country-wake. 

I'LL fing you a ditty, and warrant it true. 
Give but attention unto me a while, 
Of tranfaftions in court, and in country too, 
Toilfome pleafure, and pleafing toil : 

Vol. IV. • K k Accept 



33^. A CphLEQT;^^^^^^ 

Accept k, I praytf as your lidp-mfttcs yoa taki^ 

To fome 'twill give joy^. . ^V ^ • ' 
And ibme otfaen annoy ; ' ^ 

Airs (air at acdontiry-vake^ • . . - 

JlPs/air, &t. 

Manyki&satinortaitftyl'dttqMliftf, ; ^ 

Becanfe trnly TirtniNii 4tad ppooeto no- ill; 
Whilft others, . who ^^aridkjn dBanolrit biM^ 

Ajpeftwt of their prideatbdE^orfoadn^ \ 
TiUtbeuWcsatpUydodidrloi^aGted^ ? 

Then, their tevs to rccow, • 

Theyllknmtttelaft&ww; 
Strange news at a ooontiy-waice, 

m,:y '■ . 

Here moft of onr.eentknien patiiob anew 



Tho' very bad fiatefmeny I fiieehr coniefs. 
They defign harm tonone, butamx^or aharct 

And are always fbnnd loyal in war and in peaoe# 
7)&e farmer's indoftry does earth fiatile audcei 

The hufbaudman's plowing. 
His planting and fowingt 
Gets health and good cheer at a country-wake* 

Cels healthy &C. 

IV. 

Our maids blooming fair, without wafhes and paints, 

From neighbouring villages hither refbrt, 
They kifs fweet as rofes, yet virtuous as faints \ 
(Who can fay more for the ladies at court) ? 
No worldly cares vex them afleep or awake, 
But their time they improve 
In peace and true love, \J '. 

And innocent mirtji at a country-wake. " 
And innocent i &c, 

V. 
The fchemes of ^ courtier are full of intrigues : 

Here all's fair and open, dark deeds we defpife, 
,5et rural contentment 'gainft courtly fatigue, 

Who chufes tlie formw \s W^^^ '^^i ^"^c : 
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Now let's pray for the king, and, for Britain's fake. 
From ali fa£iions free, 
May his fubjefts agree. 
As well at the court as the coiintry-wakc. 



Oaths in fafRion. 

CUftom prevailing fo long 'mongft the great,- 
Makes oaihs eafy potions to fleep on ; 
Which many (on gaining good places) repeat. 

Without e'er deiigning to keep one. 
For an oath's (eldom kept, as a virgin's fair fame, 
A lover's fond vows, or a prelate's good name; 
A lawyer to truth, or a ftatefman from blame,^ 
* Or a patriot's heart in a courtier*^ 

■■ ■ I ■■ ill ■!■■■■ —^iib— ^— ^ 

The terrible Law. 

THE terrible law when it fattens its paw 
On a poor man, it grips till: he's undone ^ 
And what 1 am doing may prove to my ruin,. 
Tho' rich as the lord mayor of London. 

11. 
Therefore I'll be wary what meffage I carry, 

Unlefs we firfl make a fure zure bargain ; 
I will be dempnified, thoroughly fatisfied*. 

That ch*an (han't zuffer a varding. 

The,:Play of Love. 

Firfi Aa. 

THE play of love is now begun, 
And thus the aftions do go on ; 
Strephon, enamour'd, courts the fair, 
She hears him with a careleA air, 
And fmiles to find him- in love's fnarer 

K k z Second 



A COLLECTION 

Second Ja. 

The afl: tune play'd, they meet again ^ 
Here p^'ty moves her for his pain, 
WhkK fhe evades with fbme pretence, 
And thinks flie may with love difpcnfe* 

But pants to bear a man offfiTkie* 

Third JS. 

The third approach her lover makes, 
Sht colours up whene'er fhe fpeaks ; 
But wiih feigivd ilighrs Ihe put him by> 
And f^iititly cnes, ihe can't comply, 

Aitho* (he gives her heajt the lie- 

Now tKe plot rifest he fecms fhy, 
As if fome t ther fair he'd try j 
At which fhe fv^ ells with fpleen and fear^ 
Left fr^me more vvife his love ftiouM fhafe^. 

Which yet no wontan e^'ti caa h^^i* 

Fifih AB. 

The laft afl now is wrottght'fo Itighi^ 
That thus it crowns the lover's joy % 
She does no more his paffion (hwn. 
He ftrait into her arms does run : 

The cuiituin falls, the play is done. 



Fanny fair.. 

TO Fanny fair could I impart 
The caufe of all my wo ! 
That beauty which has won my hearty 

She fcarcely feems to know : 
Unflciird in the art of womankind,. 

Without defign ifhe ch^ms ; 
How can thofe fparkling eyes be blinds 
Which every bofom warms E 



w CHOICE sairass. ^ 
n. 

She knows her power is all deceit. 

The conscious blufhes fliows, 
Thofe bluihes to the eye more fweet 

Than th' op'ning budding rofe : 
Tet the delicious fragrant rofe. 

That charms the fenfe fb much, 
Uppn a thorny brier grows. 

And wounds with cv^ry touch* 

III. 
4t firft when I beheld the fair. 

With raptures I was bleft; 
But as I would approach more near. 

At once I loft my reft ; 
Th* inchanting fight, the fweet furprife,- 

Prepare me for my doom ; • 
One cruel look from thofe bright eyes' . 

Will lay me in my tomb, 



The Bottle prefcrr'd. 



PRbud woman, I fcorn you, 
Brifk wine's my delight,. 
I'll drink all the day, 
And rU revel all night.* 

U. 

As great as a monarch. 

The moments I pafs, 
The bottle's my globe, 

And my fceptre's the glafs. 

Ill: 

The table's my throne. 

And the tavern's my court. 
The drawer's my fubjed, 

And drinking's my (port. 

K k a ^^-^e^ 



394. A CO httCtf'iitfii » 
IV. ' 

Helens tht chief of all joy, . ^ . ' 

Here's a Hiiibeisne^er coy; * j,. 

Dear aire of all fohtywi, ' ; ,. .. r. : 

AndlifeofaUbliii: 

I'm a kmg when I hug fOQr - 
But aoore wlien I k& " ,< 



As tippfing^d&twas jogg^g M;^ 
Upon a not-nighty ; * 
yTith tottering j»ace». and fieiy fiice, 

Sufpicious ofhigh ffiffhtf 
The guardi, who took bjui/ hy hxB loofc^. 

For fome chief fi^-brand^ • : ; 
Aik'd» whence he came f what wa3 hif ntine'lf 
Whaaftyonj Stand» fiiend, &md^ 

R 

I'm going home, from meeting come : 

Ay, fays one, that's the cafe ; 
Some meeting he has burnt, you fee 

The flame's ftill in his face. 
yohn thought it time to purge his crime>» 

And faid. My chief intent 
Was to affwage my thirfty rage, 

1' th' meetmg that I meant. 

iir. 

Come, friend, be plain, you trifte in yam>, 

Says one, pray let us know. 
That we may find how you're inclin'd ; 

Are you high church or low ?| 
JoJbn faid to that, I'll tell you what^ 

To end debates and ftxiie, 
All I can fay, this is the way 

1 ftcei my couifc oHiie^ 
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^ IV. 

I ne'er to Btnvt nor Burgefs go. 

To ileeple-houCe nor hall. 
The briik bar-bell befl fuits my zeal 

With gentlemen, d'ye call ; 
Guefs then, am I low church or high. 

From that tow'r, or no fteeple, 
Whoie merry toll exalts the foul. 

And muft make high-flown people ? 

V. 

The guards came on, and look'^d at Johm 

With countenance mod pleafant. 
By whifper round they all fbon foand 

He was no damag'd peafant. 
Thus while John flood the beft he cou'd> 

Expecting their decifion ; 
Damn him, fays one^ let him begone. 

He's of our own religion. 



Belinda. 
I. 

WOuld fate to me Belinda give. 
With her ajone I'd chufe to live. 
Variety I'd ne'er require. 
Nor a greater, nor a greater. 
Nor a greater blifs defire. 

IT. 

My charming nymph, if you can find 
Amongft the race of human kind, 
A man that loves you more than I; 
I'll refign you, I'll refign you, 
I'll refign you, tho' I die^ 

III. 
Let my Belinda fill mv arms. 
With all her beauty, all her charms ; 
With fcorn and pity I'd look down 
On the glories,, on the glories. 
On the glories of a crowB\ 
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Beauty tnd Rigour. 

L . < 

T]^ njFmpk dut andoa mc bfiir^aad iiii]ci«4r 
No leto thftn a wonder by natnre dcfign'd r = 
She's thef^ieTof my hefut> and the joy of my^ey^ 
And the caufe b£a name tBat never caadie» 

IT. 

Hermonthi from whence wit ftilLoblmnglyflow^ 
Ha» the beiudfnl blnfh, and the rmeUofthe lole : 
Love and defHny both attend on her will. 
She woundt with a Ibok^ with a frown Ihe canikill.^ 
Shi wwmbf &:c«. 

' in. 

The defperate lover can Hope no rpdrefs^ 
Where Beautj axKl Ri^mr are both in excefa ; 
In Sil*via they meet, lo unhappy am I^ 
Who fees her muft lov6> who loves her mufi die. 
Who fees ber^ Sec. 

The Rival. 

I. 

OF all the torment, all the care. 
By which our lives are curft,. 
Of all the forrows that we bear, 

A ri'val is the worft. 
By partners in another kindi 

AiHi6iioRs eafier grow. 
In love alone we. hate to find: ' 
Companions in our wo.. 

H. 

-Sihviay for all the griefs you iee^ 

Ariiing in my breaft,. 
I beg not that you'd pity me. 

Would you but flight the refh 
Howe'er fevere your rigours are, 

AJone with them Vd co^e, 
J can endure my owt\ d Vp^Vr,. 
JBut not another's Yiope. 
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Hunting Song^going out. 

I. 

HArk I away, 'tis the merry ton'd horn 
Calls the hunters all tip wkh the mora ; 
To the hills and the woodlands they ilcer>. 
To unhaibour the out-lying deer. 

Chorus of Huntftnen. 
^ the day long^ 
Tbisi this is our fongy 
Still jballfioingf 

And follo^^ing \ "" 

So frolic andfreey 

Our joys kruhw no hounds^ 
While ^wirt afier the hounds^ 
Xo fMTteds on earth are fo jolly as *we. 

II. 
Round the woods when wc beat, how we glow^. 
While the hills they all echo hillo ; 
With a bounce from his cover when he flies,. 
Then our fhoiits thry re&und to the fides* 
Jll the dayr Sec. 

IIL 
When we fweep o'er the valleys, or dimb 
Up the heath-breathing mountain fublime. 
What a joy from our labour we feel ! 
Which alone they who ufte can rjeveaL 
All the day i *C. 

■ ■■ II ' . I p I I III ■■■ ■i nn II ■ ■ I* 

The Return from the Chace. 

THE fweet rofy mom peeps over the hills. 
With blulhes adorning the meadows and £elds ; 
The merry, merry, merry horn calls. Come, come away,, 
Awake from your flumbert, and bail the new day. 
%he merry y Scq, 



The day's fport when over makes blood cin 
And gives the brifk lover frefh charms for the i 
Then let us, let us now enjoy all we can while 
Let love crown the night, as our (ports crown 
7b€n let «/, &c. 

The Girl that's blithe and ga; 
Tunc, Black Jock. 

OF all the girls in our town, 
Or black, or yellow, or fair, or browi 

With their foft eyes, and faces (b bright i 
Give me a girl thaf s blithe and gay. 
As warm as yune, and as fweet as May^ 

With her heart free, and faithful as light. 
What lovely couple then cou'd be 

So happy and fo blefs'd as we \ 
On whom the fweeteft joys wou*d {mile> 
And all the cares of life beguile, 

Entranc'd in blifs each: rapt'rous night* 

Cynthia's Perplexity. 
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M. 

Prithee, Cynthiay look behind vou, 

Age and wrinkles will o'ertake you ; 
Then too late, deiirc will find you 

When the power muft foriake you. 
Think upon the fad condition 

To be pafs'd, yet wifh fruition. 



Nought but Love. 

I. 

THE fun was funk beneath the hill. 
The weftem clouds were lin'd with gold, 
The Iky was clear, die winds were flill. 
The flocks were pent within the fold ; 
When from the filence of the grove. 
Poor Damon thus defpaif'd of love i 

11. 
Who feeks to pluck the fragrant ro/e 
From the bare rock, or oozy beach ; . 
Who from each barren weed that grows 

Expefts the grape, or blufhing peach j 
With equal faith may hope to find 
The truth of love in womankind. 

in. 

I have no herds, no fleecy care. 

No fields that wave with golden grain. 

No paftures green, nor gardens fair, 
A maiden's venal heart to gain : 

Then all in vain oiy fighs muft prove. 

For I, alas 1 have nought but love. 

IV. 

How wretched is the faithful youth. 

Since womens hearts are bought and fold ? 

They aflc not vows of facred truth. 

Whene'er they figh, they figh for gold. 

Gold can the frowns of foorn reniove, 

But I, alas ! have nought but love« 



To bay thcgcmi bfiUM)p\skAi''' ^ '>'«►. t-»*tW 
^ What weiath^ wWi^txiihiemi*tll^ 
NotiUdicirihiiiecteefei'fWiift*'''' ^^i^'^u ••*<«* 

Tlie living liiAi^tfibi^tfyle^^ v »^ vn ,mife 
ito> thffr l^r^ world too phefp woohl pr oves 

Batl> dasi hanre nought but Idve«' 

- VI. 
O $/AvM / fince nor geau, iior oror 

Can with jont bri^ter gems compare^ ^ 
Confider that I ofo moroi I * '\ A 

Mdie feldom Ibnnd a ^inil jBncm t ' * m] 



Let richei meaner beauties mov^/ ^ V/ ^^V^ 

Wbofays thjrwordi, mnftpay in]o«^ ^|' •'»>'| 

TcU mc, fifty Heart ' 1" 

I. 

WHen Delia on the plain appears, 
Aw*d by a dioufand'tlmder fears* 
I would apptxMichy but dare not movir: 
Tell me, my heart, if this be love? «^ 

n. ..'.. .V 

Whcne*er (he fpeaks, my ravifli'd ear 
No other voice but hers oan bear, ^ 

No other wit but hers approve : ^v. :. i 

Tell me, my. heart, if this be lovef 

m. 

If (hefome other fwain commend^' 
Tho' 1 was once his fondeft friend. 
That intent enemy I prove : - ^ 

Tell me, my heart, if this be love I . x\ 

IV.i:^ ..; ■-.;/: ■ 

When (he is abfetit, I no more a . :• ^ 

Delight in all that pleas'd before, ' ./ ,. ' 

The cleareft fpring, or (hady grove i 
Tell me, my hcaii, \£ t\iu \» Iw^ I 



tr CHOJCi: SONGS. 3^7 
V. 

Wh^ ama^d with inCoientAif^tk^ 
She feemM to triumph ia my paia ; 
I ftrove to hate, but vainly Ihrovc : 
Tdl mcy my hearts if tbh be love ? 



CuPiD miftakem 

T. 

AS after noon, one fummer^s jday> 
Fifius flood bathing in a river, 
Cir/fi/ a-(hootin^ went that way. 

New ftrung his bow, and fill'd his quiver : 
With (kill he chofe his fharpeft dart, 

Widi idl his might his bow he drew. 
Swift to his beauteous parent's heart, 
The too well-guided arrow flew« 

n. 

1 faint ! 1 die ! the goddefs cry'd : 

cruel \ cou'dft thou find none o^er 
To wreak thy fpleen on ? parricide. 

Like Nero J thou haft flain thy mother ! 
Poor Cufid, fobbing, (carce cou'd fpeak j 

Indeed* mammai I did not know ye : 
Alas ! how eafy the miftake, 

1 took you for yo\tr iikenefs Chloe^ 



Silvia to Alexis* , • 

. A Lexuf how artlefs a lover I 
JljL How baihful and fillv you grow ! 
In my eyes can you never difcover 

I mean Yes, when I often fay No f 
I meant &r. 

Vol. IV. *Li Whca 



m 



A C C*L L E bl*V^l#^ 



II. 



When you pine and you whine out your paffioa^ 

And only in treat for a kifs ; 
To be coy and deny is the faihioiij 

Alexis iliould ravtth the bliii. 

Alexis ficai^^ &Cp 

HL 

In love J 3^5 in war, 'tis but reafon 
To make fome defence for the town ; 

To furrender without ft, were treafori. 
Before that the outworks were won. 

^f * Jf I frown, 'tis my blulhcs to cover, 

'Tis fci- honour and modefty's (^k^^ 
Jic is but a phifollover 

Who is foird by a £ngle attack. 

V. 
:Put when we hy force arc o'erpowcr'^* 

The beil and the bray^^>i^ft yield; 
^ am not to be won by a cowa|;d, . 

Who hardly dares enter the^e^d. 

WlfO hardty, &C. 



2 



The fertous Lover. 



T) EHcvc my fighs, 'my tears, ipy dev« 
JO Believe 1^ heart you ha^e won. 
Believe my vows to you fincer^. 

Or, Jenny^ Vm undone. '■,, 

You fay, Vm fickle, and apt to change/ . 
y, 4 1 every face that's |ie?|r : \^ 

ipf all th^ girls I ever /aw, , 
' X n^t,^ Wy 'd oris but you» ^ 



•' \K 






■■.J/f^ 
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II. 

My heart was like * lump of ice. 

Till warmM by your bri^t eye; 
And then it kindled in a tnce, ' 

A flame that n^'er can. die. 
Then take and try xn^, you fhall find 

That I've a heart that's true ; 
Of all the girls I ever faw, 

I ne'er lov'd one like you. 

— ■■■■.■■,■ • . „ ,« liir 

The' gfateful Admirer. 

FAlfe tho* fhe be to me and love, 
I'll ne'er purfue revenge ; 
For ftill the charmer I approve; 
'£ho* I deplore her change.- 
In hours of blifs we oft have met,: 

They could not always laift ; / 
But tho* the prefent I regret, 
I'm grateful for the gaftv 
Pm grateful, &c. . 



Celia and Sabina» 

I. „.'...;-..■ 

THirfis, a young and am'rous fwain,. 
Saw two, the beauties of the plain. 
Who both his heart fubduc : 
Gay Celia\ eyes were dazzling fair ; * 
^/i^i/r^z's eaTy fhapeand.air, . 
With fofter mufic drew. 

II. 

He haunts the flream, he h&tints the grove^^ 
Lives in a fond romance of love. 

And foems for each to die ;' 
Tilleach a little fpiteful grown, 
Sabina Celiacs fhape ran down. 

And fha Saiiua's eye. 

L 1 z Thdss 



IV. 

^ Ah Cilia! fly ^A^jMicry'd, 
Tho* neither love,, we're both deny*d» 

Let either £x the dart. 
Poor gif] ! fays CeUst fay no more ; 
That fpite which broke his chains before^ 
Would break the other's hearts. 



The fair Warnbg^ 

YOung 'uirgim love pleafsrei, 
As mi/ers do treafure \ 
And both alike iludy 

To heighten the aieafure ; 
Their hearts the^ will rifle 
For every new trifle. 
And when in their tec^ni 
Fall in love for a ibng ; 

But foon as they marry^ 

And find things noifcarry^ 

_ Oh ! how they figh 



•» . C H O I C E St^VtGH: 4mk, 
Petticoat wooing. " 

I. : 

DEarCflAV, prtvcnt my watom bluflw^r 
How can I fpeak without pain ? 
My eyes hav« oft told you their wiihes : 
Why can't you the meaning explain ? 

IT. 

My paffion wou'd loft by cxpreffion. 

And you too might cruelly blame ;^ 
Thien pray donf't expeA m confeffiwft 

Of what is too tender tb name; 
III. 
Since yours is the province of fpeaking^. 

How can you exped it from me f 
Our wiihes fhou'd be in oar keqnng. 

Till you tell us what they fhou'd be. 
IV. 
Then quickly why don't you dilcover ? 

Did your heart feel fucn tMures ^as mine ^ 
Tneed not tell over and c^er 

What I in my hofbm confine. 



in ii T* . 



CotiN's Repljr. * 

i: ' 

GOod Madam, when ladies are willmgi 
A man mufl needs look like ^foof ; 
For me, I would not give a fiuliing 
For one that does love without rule. 

II. , 

At leaft ye ihov^d wait for our ofiers, ^ 

Nor fnatch like old maids in defpair ; • 
Had you liv'd to thefe years witioBt proffers, - 

Your fighs were all fpent in the air. 

UL _ 

You fhou'd leave us to gucfs by jour blufhing. 

And not tell the matter fo plam ; 
*Xis purs to be writing and pufliing, 
AsA yours to affeft a difdain. 



4*2^ A CO LX E C TI QI* , 

IV. ., 

Dot you're in a terrible takinjg;; • ' 

Jly aO the fond oelin^ Iw; 
The fruit that can rail without lluHngi , ^^ ,, 

Indeed is tob mellow for me. 

^11 '■ ■ M il l ,,, , - , -| ,< ,j * , 

The Country-lalk's Ambitibiu ? 

■ .. -'^ »•■ 
li 

WHat tho' they oafl me country-laf& ^ 
I read it plainly in my glais*. . ., 

That for a ducheis I might pafs. 

Oh ! could fcfee the day I 
Woa'd fortune but attend my call,. 
At park, at play, at ring, and ball,, 
rd brave the proudeft of them all,. 
With a ftand-by, Clear the way. 

"n. 

Surrounded by a croud of beaux, 

With fmart toupees, and-powder'd cloath«> 

At^rivaU 1!1I turn up my nofe ; 

Oh ! could I ke the day I 
ril dart fuch glances, from thefe eyes,. 
Shall make fome duke, or lord, my prize ; 
And then, oh ! how I'll tyrannize. 

With a ftand-by, Clear the way. . 

III. 
Oh ! then for every new delight^ 
Fcr equipage, and diamonds bright. 
Quadrille, and balls, and plays, aMnight^: 

' Oh ! could I fee the day ! 
Of lovt and joy I'd take my fill, 
The tt^Jious hours of life to kill. 
In every thing Td have my will, 

Witha lland-by, Clear the way. 

Tk 



le following Song Uiai(i. to b^,,in^c.icK' 
honour of our Sorereiga^Lddy Maily 

Queen of Sco-W. ' " 

J ■...-..... 

^OU flMaaer beauties of the night,. 
: Who poorly fa.tisfy our eycs,- 
>re by your number than your light,, 
ITe are but-officers of the flues y 
iVhat are you when the mOon doth rife ?: 

IT. 
Q violets that firft' appear, 
5y your fine purple colour known;.. 
king pofleffiori'of the year, 
\s if the fpring were all your own^; 
What are ye \^en the rofc is -blown ? 

HL 
a charming birds, that in the wooda 
06 warble forth your lively lays, 
king your pafiion underHood 
[n foftefl notes ; what is your praiie,.. 
IVhen Bbihmel her voice does raife-?.- 

IV. 
a glancing jewels of the eaft,^ 
\fVhofe eflimation fancies raife, 
iris, rubies, fapphires, and the reft 
Df glittering gems ; what is your prai/ei. 
i^(hen the bright diamond Ihcws his rays ^ 

V. 
t, ah ! poor light, gem, voice, and fmell^ 
W^hat are ye if my MARY;ihine ? 
K)n, diamond,, Aowers, and Philomel^ . 
Light, luftre, fcent, and muiic tine^ 
^nd yield to mejrit more divine. 

VI. 
us when my miftrefs you have feen 
[n beauties of her face and mind, 
ft, by defcent, ihe is a ^een ; 
f t^ge then if ftie be not divine, 
^d glory of all womankind. 




'^tL' 



At wlwn ^W lifb )us radJk^ iMad. 

Tllcre QiMUii^l 

Hfere gowlBit wt gay» 'iqTf JQfli >^t "^t -' rn its! b 

There gowani ^r^Jggf 9 j ;; v-. "» ai wrJ;;^ !t»m 

gar me wake wlieii Utoo^ m^ ' ^^^i ^.z a'th 

> If.. -■.... ■ .^ \ • 

. About die fidds as I did iMb - . ^J'Tftsi 

There g0wans afe gay i;; "i",'-. ''^-.a-iJylT 

I chanc'd to meet a prop er hS^ :*\ .;:. iwcif 

III. 

Right bofy was th4t bonny maid,;- ^^ . 

rhcpe gowansare gay ; 
I hafs'd her» fyne to her I {aid» 

The firft morning of A/^ .- ^'''" 

IV. 

O lady fair, what do yon hexe I ^ 

There gowant afe gay y ' . :. 

Gathering the dew, what need ye fpeir P 
The firft mormng of Ai^* . , ' , 

• V^ 

The dew, quoth U what ean tbae diittn. fr 
There gowana. are gay ; >, 

Qaoth (he, to wafli mr miftiel^ ckiiy' '^ ' 
The firft morning OktilftfF* jh ' 

laiked forther ather fffi&, ; ; ' ' * " -^^ ■ ^ t-*^ f bt; 

Th^ gowans at« ga^,v' ■ * -^ '- ^'-* ti^f = h*;/' .- 
Gif to my will ftie w^d ititMtit t 

^•aSWtwftmorxiiajoiMflgf;* . -_^ 
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VIL 

She faidy her errand was not tKere> 

Wheregowansare gsly; ' ' * '. 

Her maidenhead on me to w^s 
The firft morning ofMaj. 

Then, like an arrow frae a bow> 

Thferfe gdWafls are gay ; 
She fkift away out o'er the knowy. 

The firft meaning of Maj^; 

IX. 

And left me in the gartkjuy lanCj,^ 

Tliere gowan« are gay ; * 

And in mv heart a twang of paia^ 

The firft morning of iuit|r. 

X. 

The little birds they fang full fWeet«, 

There gowans are ga^ ; 
Unto my comfort was ri|^t nH^t|L ; 

The nrfl moxning otSaj^ 

XI. 

And thereabout I paft my timej, 

There gowans are gay ; 
Until it was the hour or prides . 

Ilie £rft m6ming of Jn^ ; 

xn. 

And then returned hame bedeen> - ' 

Thertf gowans are gay ; ' 

Panfand what maiden that hod ttefn*. 

The firfl morning of May., 



Slighted Love fair to bide. 

I Had a heart, but now I heartlefs gae ; 
I had a mind, but daily was opprefl i 



1 had a friend that's now become my fae ; 
I had a will that now has foedom loft r 



Wha^. 



4o6 A COLLEGTIQN 

IVhat have I now ? 
Naething I txow, • 

But grief wh<^ I had joy : 
y/hit am 1 than i 

A heartlefs m^n : ' , , 

Could love me thus deftroy f* 
I love» 'I ferve ane whom I much regard^ 
Yet for my love difdain-ia my reward. 

IL. 

Where fhall I gang to hide my weary fece T 

Where fhall I find a place for my defence i 
Where my true love ronains.the fitoefi. 'place> 
Of all the earth that is my coniideiice. 
She is my hdut^ 
Tilll depart: 
Let her do what ihc lift». 
I cannot mendit ■ ■ ^ 

But ilill dbpehd, ' ' ^ 

And daily to infift^. 
To purchafe love, if 16ve my love deferve ; 
If not for love, let love my body'ftarvc. 

m. 

O lady fair ! whom T do honour moft. 

Your name and feme within mv brraft Thavc ; 
Let not my love and labour thus be loft, - 
But ftill in mind I pray. thee to engrave. 
That I am true. 
And fall not rue 
Ane word that T have faid ;. 
I am your man. 
Do what you can. 
When all thefe plays arc plaid. 
Then fave your fhip unbroken on the iand. 
Since man and goods are allat your conwnand. 



Th 
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The Invitation. 
I. 

COme, love, Jct*s walk by yonder fpring. 
Where we may hear the blackbird iing. 
The robin-red-brcaft and the thrufh, 
i\nd nightingale in thorny biiih, ' 
The mavis fweetly carroling ; 
This to my love, this to my love. 
Content will bring. 

U. 
See where the nymph, with all her train, ' 
Comes flcipping thro* the park amain. 
And in this grove ihe* means to ftay. 
At barley-breaks to fport and play ; 
"Where we may fit us down ana fee 
fair beauty mix'd, fair beauty mix'4 
With chaftity. 

III. 
In yonder dale lire fineft flowersv 
"With mony pleafant fhady bowers, 
A purling brook, whofe filvcr ftreams 
Are beautified with Phashus* beams ; 
Which ileal out thro* the trees for fear, ' ■ 

Secaufe Diana\ becaufe Diana 
Bathes her there. 

IV. 

All her delight is as ye fee. 
This way to fport, and here to be 
Delyting in this caler fprihg. 
Only to bathe licrfelf therein. 
Until AeieoH hei: efpy'd ; 
Then to the thkkct, then to the thicket 
Did (he glyde. 

V. 

' And there by magic art'fhe wrought. 
And in her heart Ihe thus bethought. 
With fecret fpeed away to flee. 
And he a hart was lurn'd to be 5 



ilulifeliebft» httl&hAlDlC. 

Herknre togaiiK ^ • 

■ " '*' '! ' .. ■ ' " ■ '' . ^ , '' <• ' , 

," ;. Cjift . anwf Cam 



#^Arc, ftwayg;aiedv»fiMj 



_ ForlunnofitiiMclilbrAMv^ 
Thoa l>eteavet me oCsf.irilB^ . 
WbetefmllMtihyhmuc6»$t:. « 
lliadbralwiU^trenoiiiqir, ' 
Since thfttw^iiesGQiQe^terdfai^f , 
Bar I win fing hejr^tow^ a d^ 
And ctft dealt cA«9ii|kxfi^l||i^ . 

tflwant, IcaretbM^ \ 

The now I hxver mmM^ I ^^ ff 
Love Imnch, I cure ftrmoir. 
The moir I have I think Fm poor : * 
Thus grief and care my nund oppfefii 
Nor wealth or wae gxvvs no redira ; 
Therefore I'll care no nwtr in vain. 
Since care has coft me meikle pain. 

HI. 
Is not this warli a^dd'rjr ball f 
And thinks men Ibange to csStdL a fall ? 
Does not the fea baith ebb and fio«r ? 
And fortune's but a painted (how. 
Why fhou'd men take care or grief» 
Since that by thefe cpjnes no relief f 
Some careful (aw what carelefs reap. 
And waAers ware what niggajrds fcrape* 

*IV. 
Well then, ay learn lo ^aw thvfelf. 
And care not for this warldly pelf : 
Whether thy 'ftate he great or fmall. 
Give thanks to Got) whatever befall, 
Sae fall thou than ay live at eafe. 
No fudden grief fball thee difpleaie ; 
Then mayft t\\ou ^\x\^. Hey down a dee^. 
When thou Via& cs^ l\k cast it%fe ^t». 
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The faireft of. hcB D^ys^: ,- .^ r. 

WHoc'er beholds my Helen*t face, 
And fays not tliat good hap has fhe$ 
Who hears her Ij^ftk^ and tents her grace. 

Sail think nane ever Tpake but (he. 
The Jhort <way to re/ouit^ her prai/e^ 
^heisjhefaireftof herd Ays. 

. 11. ' , 

Who knows her wit> and not admires^ 

He maun be deem'd devoid of (kill : 
Her virtues kindle ftrong defires 

In them that think upon lier ftill. 
The Jhort ivaj, &c. 

III. 

Her red is like unto the rofe 

Whafe buds are op'ning to the fun> 
Her comely colours to difclofe 

The firft degree of ripenefs won. 
The Jhort ixjay, &c. 

• IV. '• 

And with the red is mix'd the whlte^ 

Like to the fun or fair moon-lhine. 
That does upon clear waters light, 

And makes the colour fecm divine- , .. 

Thejhort ivay to refaund htr fraife^ . ,, 

She is the faireft of her days. 

N. B, The fix foregoing fongs I took 6\ii ,of a very 
" old MSS. coUedion, wrote by a gcptleraan 10 Jher- 
deen. 

Lord Henrv and Katharine. 

IN ancient timesj io £rttaift*s ifle^ 
Lord Hefiry well w^ known, 
Nor knight in all the laiid more fam'd, 
Or more defcrv'd renown ; 
VoL.IV; ♦Mm HU 



flit dumehlB QD hoQimr almys nm, 

Hene^ cou'd bow tp liyef 
ifo nympli in all tlie land had chftMl V' ' 'V^- . . 

His frozeo heart to inove.\ *^* ' 

- IL ■-,*- -.. -.. - ,-, ;':■*.' 
>&inoQgft the nj^ophs ii(ht¥f^ti£i<iV4V cam^ y . > 

The faireft fiicc fhe (hows,. -. ..:. . ,.- ; >, j v n 
jShe was as bright as mOrfiing-^WKt •. . t • -u ' - 

And fweeter than a rofe : **, '^ 

^thoueh (he was of 91^1 degree, . 

She daily cooqaefts fains V 
jPor ne'er a youth wholier bdid^ " '" 

Bfcap'dherpowcrfol fljS&9^, _"^; ' * \ ' ' 

Snt (bon her eyes their Ii|ft^ Iofi«. . > .■ u A i 

Her cheek erew rale and wa?^ . * 

4. pining feiz'd her lovely fomy . ;(. 

And cures we»« allin vain.^ 
Tiie ficknefs was to all onknowtt 

That did the fw^ene wafte, 
flcr time in fighs and floods of tears. 

And broken flumhers pail. 

IV. 
Once in a dream ihe cry*d aloud. 

Oh Henry y I'm undone ! 
JO\i cruel fate ! oh wretched maid ! 

Thy love muft ne'er be known! 
Such is the fate of womankind. 

They muft the truth conceal, 
I'll die ten thoufand thonfand de^tfo, 

fire I my love reveal. * 

V. 

A tender friend that watch'd the fair 

To Hejtr^ hy'd away. 
My Lord, fays (he, we've found the cauip 

Of Katharine' % quick decay : 
$he in a dream the fecret told. 

Till now no mortal knew : 
>llas ! (he now expiring lies, ' 

Ap4 dkc^ foi ^o^* ^:jwx\ 
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The gen'rous Heaty^s foul was touch'd* 

His heart began to flame. 
Ah, poor unhappy maid ! he cry'd. 

Yet I am not to blam^. 
Ah Katharine / too too modeilrmatdr 

Thy love 1 never knew, 
Jfll eafe your pain fr and fwift as wini 

To her bediide he fiew. 

VIT. 
Awake ! awake ! he fondly cry'd. 

Awake! awake! my dear; 
Xf I had only guefs'd your love. 

You na'cr lud fhcd a tear : ; . 

^Tis Henry calls, complain no more»» 

Renew thy wonted charms ; » 

f come to fave thee from defpair, 
' And take thee to my arms. 

Vllf/ ' •'-. 

Thefe words reviv'd the dying fair;- . 

She rais'd her drooping head. 
And gazing on the long-Iov'd youth> 

She ilarted from the bed. 
Aroynd his neck her arms the flung,* 

In ecftafy, and ciied. 
Will you be kiad ? Will you indeed I 

My love ! — • and fo fhe died. 

■' ■ ' '■ • " f ' > • 

The Milking-pail.^ 
I. 

YE nymphs zvAfil<oan gods^- 
That love green fields and woods^ 
When fpring newly born hcrfelf does adorn:- 
With flower* and blooming buds : 
Come iing in the praife, while fldcks do graKC 

On yonder pleafant vale. 
Of thof«' that chcfe to milk their ewes, 
Aad in cold dews, with clouted flioes. 
To carry . die nulkiag-pa\\* 



A COLLECTI on 

II. .'■.. -.<^ 

Yen godiJefs of t}ie morn. 

With blufhes you hdorn, 
And take the frefh air^ whiJft lihTjets prepare 

A CQnfon on each grtcn thbm ; ^' 

The blackbird and tbrufh* ot\ every buih. 

And the charming nightingale. 
In merry vem, their throats So ftrain, 
To cliterfain the jolly train 

Of thofe of the mi Iking -pail. 

IIL 

When cGld bleak winds do roar*. 

And flowers will fpring no more. 
The iields that wtTe Tcei: ib pkafant and green. 

With winter's all candied o'er. ■ fT 

Sec how the town-hiis looks with her white fkce^ 

Avid her lips {q deadly pale f 
But it is not Co with thofe th^t go 
Thro' frcft and fnow, with cheeks that g! aw, 

And carry the milking-paili ^ ,^ 

IV. 

The mif» of courtly mold, 

AdorriM with pcail ^.d gold, " * ^mf 
With waihes and paint her fkin does To taint, *^ 

She's wither'd before flic's old : 
While flit of commode puts on a cart-l6ad. 

And; with cufliions plumps her tail. • 

What joy3 are found in rufny ground. 
Young plump and round, nay, fweet andfbund^ 

Of thofe of the milking-pail, 

V. 

You girls of Venus game^. 

That venture health and fame, ' f 

In pradlifing feats, with cold aiid heats, - »^ X 

Make lovers grow blind an^ lame : ». f 

If men were fo wife to value the prke ^ ^> ^ ^ r » 

Of wares moil fit fb'r fale. 
What (lore of beaux would daub their clo^tbs^ 
To fave a nofe, by fo\\o>N\T^^ of thofe - 
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vr. ^ 

The country-lad is free 

Prom fears and iealoufie,^ 
Whilft upon the green he is often feen 

With his lafs upon his knee ; 
With kiflcs moft fweet He doth her & treat. 

And Avears flie'll never grow ftale ; 
But the London lafs, in every place. 
With brazed face defpifes the grace 

Of thofe of the milking-pail« 



Fhi^liS) defpife not. 
I. 

PHiilitj defpife not your faithful loVer, 
Play not the tyrant, becaufe you are fair ^ 
Beauty will fade, my charming maid, 
Juft as the lily, my beautiful Philly^ 
Ceafe to. prove coy, fmile on the boy. 
Grant him the blefiing he longs to enjoy. 

n. 

Crowns are but trifles, compared with my P billy : 
Who can behold her, and not be enflav*d ? 

Angel divine ! wert thou but mine ; 
Pity, my ftory, I laugh at all glory. 
Here I proteft,. on thy- dear breaft. 

With thee in a cottage I'd think myfelf bleft. 



Drink while ye can. 

LEt's drink, my friends, while here we live. 
The fleeting moments as they pafe 
This filent admonition give, 
T' improve our time, and pufli: the glafs. 

Jy! m y Wften 



^14 ZAT^&S>t.JMX:!mtBl9' ^* 

When once we've 'ent*ffd CW«n*BQiC^ ^tom I A 
Farewell to driidung, joji dua^-- i)>-f7 £f;4:t2ui&l:ay 

Theie's- not a drop to weet our thiot^ . . 
The gnw't a cellv voiid JCkf wine. 

McdcUcw out ^ JScaftw^L *^«i''^ 

Come, hdf, ncVp)i«uey6arhea4|j^:^^' "?^' 
With wh«t iiLdxme in Sffith, ; ' ;;"* 
JBnt leave to them " *^ * 



Who are fupremc, : ' " "; ' •'^^' 

To fettle pea^ again: t .r.lu . r ^ 



pebating^ jgratinff,» inmbiingf 
Fays no national debt ; 
'Tis time n^uft. dearie. 
xjuftlikecUrct, . 
WhenitijLanihe.fret.- 

': ' n. —. :. •-( fy 

Each one (hould mind his own^ . ,. . :' f 

Notbufmefs of theftate.; 'a 

This all we get. 

By meddling yet, - :^,i ^r 

More troubles to create. + •?: i 

Our wrangling, jangling, r!iinVrrj;j.,hl>>i<Bflij|p. 1 
But diilurb the town ; . j » . ; ; ' 

Such men of mettle. 
In a kettle. 
Make ti^Q. holes for one., 

m. - 

If you the dangers knew: ■^'' 

Of thofe that wear a crown, ' • 

You'd fcarce envy / ; . i >; 

A ftate fo high,. « I- 

But wifely ufe your own : r i , . "' j » v 

Unfteady, giddy, bufy, disczy^ • '■ .ft. . o.r 
With the daiUng height; 
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Yet d^y (looping, 
Almofl drooimig- 
'EThdcmeathYhewdighu 



Low Twaihs tKa(>rnmge^e.plauiSi, 
Their native freedom keep. 
Who yet cpnunandy ' 

With crook in hand. 
Their, feithful dog and (heep : 
Their leifare, pl^ure, fporting, courting;,. 
None but time deceive ; . 
Whilft Jmaryllfs, 
' Jug and Phyflisp, 
Flow'ry garlands weave. . 



Complaint on Scx)rn, 

WHY win Floreffdi when I gaze. 
My ravifh*d eyes reprove, 
And chide them from the only face, 

I can behold with love ? ^ 

To ihon your fcom, and eafe .my care^ . 

I feek a nymph more kind i 
And a)i I range from ^dr to fair. 
Still gentle nfage find. 

IL 
Sat O ! how faint is tv^ry joy. 

Where nature has no psurt ? 
New beauties may my ey,es emplof, . 

But you engage my heart. ^ 

So reftlefs exi&s, as they roam, 

Meet pity ev'ry where ; 
Yet languiih for their native home^, 

Tho' death attends t^m thereb 
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Love or Wioe. 
I, 

IF Phiilis denies me relief. 
If {he's angry, Til feek it in wine ; 
1 ho' ihe laughs at my am'tous grief. 
At my mirth why fliou'd Are repine f 
At mj mirth J &c, 

n. 

The iparkling Champaign (hall remove 
All the cares my dull grief has in ftore : 

My rcafon I loft when \ lov'd. 

And by dnnking what can I do mere f 

Atid hy drinking^ Sec, ' -' ' 

nr. 

Wou'd Phillh hut pity my pain. 

Or my ain'rous vowj wou*d approver 
The juioe of the grape Td difdainj - g 

And be drunk with nothing but love. I 

Aftd he drunk^ &c. ,* 



Twenty-one favotirite Sonos, in tb« Be« 
OAR*s Opera* 

SO NO L 

Tune, An old luoman clothed in grey f ^C- 

THrough all the employments of Mt^ '* "^ 
Each neighbour abufes hia brother ; /L 
Whore and rogqe they caJJ h:]lbai)dand "viifet* 4i 

All pitrfefljons be-rogue one another 5 -^ 

The pdeft calls the lawyer a cheats ' ^^ 

The lawyer be-knavea the J i vine ; . ''7' i_^ 

And Che ftatefman, becaufe h£*s fo gEC3t», i/ ^'^ 

* Thinks tiis uadc as honeil a5 miiKfTT "^^'^ ^^ ' 

"^'"- SON< 



it ertfoicfi soWg^s. #if 

S O N G II. 

Tune, The honny greyey* d morn^ &C. 

.... J. 

^ 1- 

3|/nr^IS woman thatfeduccs all mankind, - -' 

J, By ^€r we firft were taught the wheedHtig arts t 
Per very eyes caa cheat, when moft-flic^s kind. 

She tricks us of otir money with our hearts : 
For her, like wolves by night, we roam for prey,. 
. And pradHfe ev'ry fraud to bribe her charms ; 
For fuits of lov^ hke law, are won by pay. 

And beauty mull be fee'd into our arms. 

S O N G in. 

Tune, Why is yQur faithful Jlav€ dtfdc^d f h^ 

IF love the virgin's heart invade, 
How, like a moth, the fimple. maid. 
Still plays about the flame !' 
.If fbon ihe be not made a wife. 
Her honour's fing'd, and then far Hfe 
. S]ie'^ what I dare not name. 

II III ■■ < n ir I .1 .Ill I *»< 

S a N G IV; 

Tune, OfailtheJimpU things lue do, &c,/ 

A Maid is like a golden ore. 
Which hath guineas intrinfical in't, , 

Whofe worth is never known, befjre 
It is try*d, and imprefs'd in the mint. 

A wife's like a guinea in gold, 
Stampt with the name of her fjpo&fe ; 

Now here, now there ; is bought^ or i^fcU; 
-^4lajI w current in ^Tciy hoitff^ 



Tune, Wh^J^lAHjbiwbow^m^ 

. » ■ ■ .*i /i.fu '^^ A 
TTI^imtteUkisdhe Air flower in its liiAi^f /^ 

Near it the bees, isLfbkji flutter '•nA'diiABri -Aih li;r^ 
And gandjr butterfiits noUc aronnd^ - ^'..> - \^\th s 
But when once plock'd^ 'ds no longer «iionni>- 
To Ch«M/-G«i^9 'tis fest^ (as yet fweet), < n nn^ 
There fades, and fluinks, and grows paftalLjBndm^ 
Rots, ilinki, and dies, and is trod under ieiCii:>7Wi:ii; 
.. . ■ >• .■.■■(■ ■:^H 

SONG VI. 

Tone, Oi Ltmia^Jj ^Jbm fmiH'- 

GttRPo/frisa&diTml nor heeds what>wtaagh^ 
I wonder any man alive will ever rear a daaf^hiCr 
For flie muft*Kaye B6tK hoodi and gowns, • ' '- ' 

And hoops to fwell her pride, -. to I 

With fcarfs and ftays, and gloves and lace ;. "' ^' 

And (he will have men befide ; 
And when (he's drefs'd with care and coft. 

All tempting fine and gav. 
As men fhould ferve a cucumber, 
She flings herfelf away. 
Our Polly // ajadjlut^ &C. 

S O N G VII. 

Tune, Grim king of the ghofts^ &c»^ 

CAN love he controird by advice ! \ 

Will C«//V our mothers obey ?^ ; . 
Though my heart were as frozen as ice,. 

At his flame, 'twould have melted away^ 
When he kift'd me fo clofely he preft,* . , = 

*Twas fo fweet that I pinft have complj^/di 
So I thought it botH {^feft. 2iiv^VSe^> 
To marry for ftaii vo^ ^^^ ^ VJfck^t* 



\ 
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SONG VIH. 

Tune, Afoldier and afaxlor. 
Fox may fteal your hens. Sir, 



_ A whore your health and pence. Sir, 
our daughter rob your cheft. Sir, 
our wife may fteai your reft. Sir, 

A thief your goods and plate, 
nt this is all bat picking, 
^ith reft, pence, dbeft, and chicken : 
: ever was decreed. Sir, 
'lawyer's hand is icx^d:^ Sir, 
He fteals your whcle eftate. 



w. 



SONG IX. 

Tune, Overjhe bills and far anuajf.* 

£re I laid on Grnnland*^ coaft, 

And in my arms embrac'd my lafs ; 



V^arm amidft eternal ho^ 
Too ibon the half-year's night Would pafs. 
^^ere I fold on Indian foil, 
loon as tl^e burning day was dos'd, 
could mock the lultry toil, 
Vhen on my charmer's breaft repo8'4« 
\nd I would love you all the day« 
ivery night would kifs and play, 
f with me you'd fondly ftray, 
Dver the hills and ^r away. 

~ SON G ^. * 

Tune, Othhtoomy Sec. 

TllOE mifer thus a flnlling fees, 
Wl)ich he's oblig'd to pay, 
With fighs reiigns it by degrees. 

And fears 'tis gone tor ay. 
The boy, thus, when his farrow's flown« 

The bii:d in ^lence eyes'; 
But-foon as out of fight 'tis gone. 
Whines^ whii)iper»^ fobs, and ctku 



4il ^ A X^O L L EC T H^ jf ^^ 

Btitif byniHhap,- ' -' 

They fail of a chap, 
T6 keep in their hands, thfe^ eaeh bther entrap : 
Like pikes lapk with hunger, who mifs of tl^eir ends, 
They bite theii coxnpanicDs, and prey/on thorlH^s 

SONG ;fcyiiL ; 

TvLXiCt LiliihuUero, 

THE modes of the court fo common are groWt^ 
That a true friend can hardly be mjet j ' ' 
Friendihip for intereft is but a loan. 

Which they let out for what they can get. 
'Tis true you find 
Some friends fb kind. 
Who will give you good counfel themfelves to defend* 
In lorrowful ditty. 
They promife, they pity. 
But fhift you for money, from Iriend to friend. 

^ SONG XIX. 

Tune, Do'wn in thf north country^ Sec, 

WKat gudgeons are we men ! 
Every woman's eafy prey. 
Though we have felt the hook, agen 

We bite and they betray. 
The bird that hath been trapt. 

When he hears his calling mate. 
To her he flief, again he*s clapt 
Within the wiry grate» 



SONG XX. 

Tune, u^ coMer there mjas^ &:c. 

OUrfelves, like the great, to fecure a retreat. 
When matters require it, muilgiye up our gang 
And good reafon why, 
Or inftead of the fry, 
Ev'n Peachum and 1 
Like poor petty rafcals, might hang, hang ; 
Like poor petty tak?.\s, YtA^xV^i-Tv^, 
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SONG XXI. , ... 

Tune,. Grgeu Slee'ves, 

Stupe laws were made for tv'ry degree, 
, 1 . '^<^ ^"^^ ^^^^ ^^ gthcrs, as well as me> 

Twonderyvejian't better company, 

Upon Tyhurn tree ! 
But gold from law. can .t«ike out the fting, 
A4d if rich men like us were to fwing, 
*T would 'thin the land, fuch numbers to ftringf 
Upon Tyburn tree ! 



Andro and his cutty Gun. 

^F^.■, i .■ 

I. 

BLyth, blyth, Wyth was (he, 
Blyth was (he butt and ben ; . ^ 

^And well flie loo'd a Hniwick jgill. 

And leugh to fee a tappit hen. 
She took me in, and fet me down. 

And he^ht to keep me lawihg-free ; - * 

But, cunning carling that (he was, ^ 

She gart me birle my bawbie. 

11. 

We loo'd the liquor well enotigh ; 

But waes my heart my cafti was done; 
Before that 1 had quench*d my drowth. 

And laith I was to pawn my ihoon. 
-When wje had three times toom'd our ftoup. 

And the neift chappin new begun. 
In ftarted, to heeze up our hope. 

Young Andro with his cutty gun. 

- . ■ '-. v.-i : I^^' ' 

The carling bi'dught her Icebback ben. 

With girdle-cakes well toafted brown ; 
Well does the canny kimmcr ken, ^ 
They gat the fcujJs.gae glibber down. 
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Wc ca'd the bick'er aft about» 

Till dawning we ne*er jee'd our birn^ 

And ay the cleaneft drinker out, 
Was Andro with his cutty gun. 

IV. 

He did like ony mavis firtg. 

And as I in his oxter iat^ 
He ca'd me ay his "beany thing. 

And nicny a fappy kifs I gat. 
I hae been eaft, 1 hae been weft, 

I hae been far ayont the iiin ; 
But the blytheft lad that e'er I faw,. 

Was Jndrit with his cutty gun. 



Sailors Song. 

HOW happy are we, 
Now the wind is abaft ; 
And the bofTon he pipes, 
Hawl both your fheets aft. 
Steady, flea -J y, fays the mafter. 

It blows a frefh gale ; - 
We'll foon reach our port, boys^ 

If the wind does not fail. 
Then drink about, Tom^ 

Altho* the fhip roll : 
Then drink about, Tonty 

Altho the ihip roll : 
We'll fave our rich liquor. 
We'll fa^je. Sec, 

By flinging our bowl. 



A hundred Years hence. 

LET us drink and be merry, dance, joke, and rejoi 
With claret, canary, theorboe, and voice i 
The changeable world to our joys is unjuft, 
A^d all pie afv\ re's eT?*d^^ v^V^tv \n^ ^^ \si duft* 
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In mirth let us fpend our ipare hours and oqr pence. 
For we (hall be p^ it a hundred years hence. 
11. 
The butterfly-courtier, that pageant of fliate, 
That moufe-trap of honpur, and nuiv-|^ame of fate ; 
For all his ambition, his frealks, and his tricks. 
He muildie like a bumkin, ^nd fall into Styx : 
His plot againft death's but a flender pretence. 
Who'd take his place from him a hundred years hence f; 

fir. 

The beautiful bride, .who with garlands is crown'dy 
And kills with each glailce as Ihe treads on the ground ;: 
Her glittering drefs does caft fuch a (plendor. 
As if none were fit but the flars to attend her ; 
Altho* fhe is pleafant, and fweet to the (enfe. 
She'll be damnable mouldy a hundred years hence. 

IV. 

The rigkt-heaited foldier, who's a Granger to fear;>. 
Calls up all his Ipirits when danger is near ; 
He labours and fights, great honour to gain, 
Ahd hardily thinks it will ever remain ; 
But virtue and courage prove in vain a pretence, 
To flouii(h ki» flandard a hundred, years hence. 
V. 
The merchant who veiitures his all on the main. 
Not doubting to grafp what the Indiis contain. 
He 'buzzes and builles like a bee in the fpring. 
Yet knows not what harveil the autumn will orlng-i 
Tho* fortune's great queen (hould load him with pence^ 
ifk%nje»xftsu^n!iie market a hundred years hence. 
VI. 
The rich-baw}ing lawyer, who, by fools wrangling 
ftrife, 
Can.ipin out a fuit to the end pf a life ; 
A fuit which the client dojes wear out in ffavery, 
Whilft the pleader makes confcience a cloak for his 

knavery J 
Tho* he beads of his cunning, and brags of his fcnfej 
He^'llhQ.non^ifivefttus a hundrcd-y^ars hence. 

. ' " ■ N n 3 Th4' 
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vn. 

The plufli-coated quack, who, his fees to enlarge. 
Kills people hy liccDce, and at their own charge.; 
He builds up fair ftru^lures with ill-gotten wealth, 
By the dregs of a pifs-pot, and the ruins of health : 
By the treafurcs of health he pretends to diipenfe. 
He'll be turned into mummy a hundred years hence. 

VIIL 

The meagre- chopp'd ufiirer, who in hundreds gets 
twenty-, 
Bqt ftar\*cs in his wealthy and pines in his plenty ; 
Lays up for a feafon he never will fee. 
The year of one thoufand eight hundred and three : 
.He mufl change all his houfes, his lands, and his renCs^ 
For a worm-eaten coi&n a hundred years hence.. 

IX. 

The learned divine, with all.hi» pret^nefrons 
To knowledge fuperior, and heavenly maniions ; 
Who lives by the tithe of other folks labour. 
Yet e.vpe^ls that his bleffing be received as a favour, 
Tho' he talks of the fpirit, and bewilders our fenfe. 
Knows not what will come of him a hundred ye^ys 
hence. 

X. 
The pret liimielf, who fo loftily iings. 
And fcorns any fubjeft but heroes or kings, 
IvIuP. to the capricio of fortune fubmit .; 
■ ' "Which will make a fool of him in fpite of his wit : 
^XhuG health, wealth, and beauty, wit, learning, and 

fenfc, 
X^'lult nil ccme to nothing a hundred years hencei 

^^• 
Why iliould we turmoil then in cares and in fear?, 

By convcriiiig cur joys into fighs and to tears ? 

bir.ce pleafures abound, let us ever be tafting, 

And to drJve away forrow while vigour is laiting, 

V/e'jl kifo the brilk damfels, that we may from thence 

Hav; br:ito to f-d^ctcdxi^ a hundred years hence. 

. The 
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XII. 

The true-hearted maibn, who a£U on the fquare^ 
And lives within fompafs by roles that art Mr ; 
Whilft honour and confeience approve all Ms deed». 
As virtue and prudience directs he proceeds, 
With^fnendfhip and love, difcretion, and fenfe. 
Leaves a pattern for brothers a hundred years hence. 

Jqkn Y Fi^A, the Gypfie Laddie. 

THE gypfies came to our good Lord's gate^ 
And vow but they fang fweetly ^ . 
They fang fat fweet, and fae very complete. 
That down came the fair lady. 
Ih 
And fhe came tripping down the ftair> 

And a' her maids before her ; 
As foon as they fa^w her Well-far*d face> 
They cooft the glamer o'er her. 

m.. 

Gae tak frae me this gay mantile, 
/. Apd bring^ to xnc a plaidie, . _ ^ 
For if kith and kin, and a' had fworn> 
ril follow the gypfie laddie.' ^ 

IV. 
Ycftreen I lay in a well-made bed. 

Arid my good Lord bcfidd me : 
This night Til lie in a tenant's barn,. ^ 

Whatever Ihall betide me. 

V. 
Come to your bed, fays Jol^ny Faa, 

Oh come tcr your bed, my deary ; 
For I vow and 1 fwear, by the hilt of my fwor^. 

That your Lord ihall aae mair come near ye. 

VL ■ ■ 
I'll go to bed to my 5^^^«y Faa^ 

ril go to bed to my ^eary -j ; 
For I vo^ and fivcar by what-paft ydfticeiir 

That my Lord ih^ nae mair cqtsv£ w^^ xwi. 



V^ 
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•TU. 
ril mftke a has to my Jvbw)f Taa^' 

And m malce 8 hap to my deaiy» 
And he's get a' tke coat ^aes^ round. 

And my Lord fliail nae xnair come utar jne. 

VIU. 
And when our Lord came hame at een^ 

And fpeir'd for his fair lady, 
The tane flic cry-d, and the other feply-d. 

She's away with the gypiie laddie. 

IX. 

Gac faddle to me the black black deed, 
dae faddle and make him ready; 

Befpre that I either eat or.fleep, 
I'll gae feek my fair laxly, 

X. 

And we were fifteen well-made men, 

Altho' we were na benny : 
And we were a' put down for ane, 

A fair young wanton lady. 



Old Chiron, 

OLD Chiron thus preach'd to his pupil Achilles^ 
I'll tell thee, young gentleman, what the fates 

will is : 
You, my boy, m nil go 
(The gods will have it fo) 
To the fiege of 7roy ; 
Thence never to return to Greece Jigain, 
But before thofe walls to be flain. 

II. 

Let not your noble courage be call down. 
But all tlie while you lie before the town, 
Drink and drive care away, drink and be.nr.erry : 
You'll ne'cr.gothe foouti voxK^ Stv^ian. ferry. 
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Bottle and Friepi. 
• I. 

SUm up all the delights- . _ 

This world does produce,. 
The darling allurements 

Now chiefly in ufe. 
You'll find if compared, ^. 

There's none can contend 
With the folid enjoyments 
Of a bottle and friend. 

IL 

For honour, for wealth. 

For beauty may waile ; 
Thefe joys often fade. 

And rarely do laft ; 
They're fo hard to attain. 

And fo eafily loft. 
That the pleafure ne'er anfwers 

The trouble and coil. 

rir. 

None but wine and true fricDddup 

Are lafling and fure. 
From jealoufy free. 

And from envy fec«re ; 
Then fill all the glafles 

Until they run o'er, 
A friend and good wine 

Are the charhis we adore* 

Dunt, dufit, pittie, pattie. 

Tone, Telk'W'hair^dioiMie. 

I. 

ON Whttfund(M inoming , 
1 went to' the ^r. 
My yellow-hair'd laddie 
. . .Was felling his ware ; 



f 
I 
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He gicd me fici a blyth blink • ^m^ ^h Ml 

With his boil ny bJack. eye, 
And a deair blUk, a^nd a fair bilr.k 

It was an to me. 



I 



11. 
1 wift not what aif d me 

When my Uddk came in^ 
TKe little wee ftarnies 

Flew ay frac n^y €cn 1 
And the Aveat it dropt down — 

i^rae my very cye^brie, ' ^g 

And my heart play'd ay ^ 

Dunt, dunr, dunt, pittie, pattle. 

UL 
I wiA not what sii!*d me^ 

When I went to my bed, . 
I IciTed and tumbled^ 

And fleep frae me fled. 
Now its Heeping aiid waking 

He is ay in my eye ; 
And my heajt play'd ay 

P^nt, 4\mt» Ami^ pittie» pattLe^. - 



Roger and Dolly. 

AS Dolly was milking of the cows, a VU . # 
Young Roger came tripping it over t|i$; jn^t|^ 
And made unto her moll delicate %ows, ,, J . ^{.y 

"And thernrhe went tripping it b^tck again, . ' y^t 

My pretty (Weet Rc^^r^ come back again, ^ . ' ' j'^,- 
My pretty Tweet 'Rogers come back again ; 
For it is youf copapany that I do lack, 
Or clfe my poor heart will ]burflf ^n >tW45^';: irt: ; •»:.'.' \ 
I winna come back, nor rcai^a,c^Qine bajck^ j j. v^^ 
Iwonot, IcaWt; no, np,:w^y;jfVlnaiiJ5i b«iA 
And if 'tis my company that y^u^-ife Ificlci^ufn i\^ \sih 
You may Uck it until <j1^j day y^ ^jiiol rxoJ i^rlu^; 
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Oh I do you not mind the curds and creamy 

And many a bottle of good Jl/ii^^ift beer? '■'.•'■' , 

When you was going along with your team'? ' ^* 

And then it was Doify my own fweet dear: 

But I winna come back, nor I canna come back, Uc. 



The Invocation. 

I. 

YE powers that o'er mankind prefide>: 
And pity human woes. 
My fleps to fome retirement guide. 

That no diilurbance knows. 
Tefofwers, &c. 

IL 
Thcrc let my foul forget her pain, 
Reftor'd to biifsful peace again ; 
' Nor e'er rcfign the calm retreat. 
To feel the forrows of the great, 
7» feel the forro'Wi of the great* 



The Virgin's Choice. 

T. 

Virgins, if e'er at laft it prove 
My delliny to be in love. 
Pray wi(h me this good fate : 
May wit and prudence be my guide. 
And may a little decent pride 

My adions regulate, ' • ^ 

II. 

If e'er I an amour commence. 
May it be with a man of fenfe. 

And learned education ; 
May all courtihip eafy be. 
Neither too formal, nor too fr^ 

•JBut wifely (hew his paffion. 
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III. 
May his eftate be like to mine, 
That nothing look like a defig* 

To bring as into forrow'. 
Grant me but this tsbat I h^ure faid* 
And willingly I'll live a maid 

*Ho longer dian to-morrow* 



Still he's the Man. 

WHat woman couM do, I have try'd to be fite» 
Yet do all I can, 
I find I love him, and tho' he flies me. 

Still, ftill, he's the man. 
They tell me at once, he to twenty will fwear : 
When vows are fo fweet, who the falfehood can fear I 
So when you have faid all you can. 
Still, — flill he's the man. 

II. 

I caught him once making love to a maid. 

When to him I ran. 
He tum'd, and he kifs'd me, then who cou'4 upbraid 

So civil a man ? 
The next day I found to a third he was kind, 
I rated him foundly, he fwore I was blind ; 
So let me do what I can. 

Still, — ftill he's -the man. 

UI. 

All the world bids me beware of his art ; 

I do what I can ; 
But he has taken fuch hold of my heart, 

I doubt he's the man 1 
So fweet are his kifles, his looks are fo kind, 
He may have his faults, but if none I can find. 
Who can do more than they can. 

He, ' — ilvll is the man. 



Axi 
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An old Catch, 

Now iGod be- wi* old SyffidPt, 
For he made cans to many a otHtf 

And a good old man was he ; 
And Jetikin was his journeyman, 
And he cou'd tipple off ev'ry can ; 

And thus he faid to me : 
To Whom dnnk ybu, Sir Knav« ? 
Turn the timber like the lave j 
Ho ! jolly J&fikiny 
I fpy a knave in drinking ; 

Come, troll the bowl to me. 

— ■ ■ ■ - ■ Ill ■ ' ■■11 1 1 1 - til I* -i fcj 

The Cobler's Merits. 

Tune, Charming Sally, 

0*F all the trades from eaft to wefl. 
The cobler's, paft contending. 
Is like in time to prove the beft. 

Which every day is mending. ' 
How great his praife who can amend 

The Ibals of all his neighbours> 
Nor 18 unmindful of his end. 
But to his lad he labours ! 

■ ■ ■ ' ■ i - ■ i !■ " «■ ■ M i r , ■ ■ [ III I I I f • n 

•The Cobler's Happinefs. 

Tune, Come, Ut us prepare^ 

I. 

LET matters of ftate 
Difquiet the great, 
The eobler has nought tp perplex hidi % 
Has nought but his wife , 
To ruffle his life. 
Aid her he can ftrap, if (he tcxhimv 
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He'tOQt of thQfow'r. ' ' 

'0£ Fcrtame, that whore. 
Imce Io# u cin be (he hit thraft lum; - 

From dans he't iecare» . 

For beiog fo poor,'- . . 
Tbsfe*8 none to be foandi th*t will trail hi^. 

." . • '^ - . 

■ ■»— — i«if— w^— 1,1 I 

The Honourable Support. 

Tune, Tie mi/iiftg-faiL - [ 

I Hate the coward tri^, ^ 

Who, by mean fneakiog bribesi 
. .3y.tncks and diigaifci 
By flattery aod lies. 
To power and grandear rift. . 
Like heroes of old. 
Be ftill greatly bold ; 
Let the fword your caufe fupport ; 
Never learn to fawD, 
And never be drawn 
Your truth to pawn 
Among the fpawn 
*Who praftife the frauds of courts. 

Self, the prime Mover. 

Tone, Hunt the fquirreL 

TH E world is always jarring, 
Thi? is purfuing 
T* other man's ruin ; 
Friends with' friends are warring 

In a falfe cowardly way. 
Spurred on by emulations. 

Tongues ure engaging, 
Calumny raging, 
itfurJers reputations^ 

Envy keeps uj tS:i^ tw. 
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Thus, with burning heat. 
Each returning hate 

Wounds and robs his friends 

In civil hfe ; 

Even roan and wife 
Squabble for fel£fh ends. 

The fpotlefs Virgin. 

Tunc, My deary ^ if thou die. 

PURE as the new-fallen fnow appears 
The fpotlefs virgin's fame, 
Unfully'd white her bofom bears 

As fair her forna and fame ; 
But when fhe*s foiPd, her luftre greets 

The admiring eye no more ; 
She finks to mud, defiles the ftreets. 
And fwtlls the common fhore. 



The Worth of Wine. 

Tune, Lefs be jovial » 
I. 
'^ I ^ I S wnie diat dears the underftanding, 
X Makes men learn'd withoutten books t 
It fits the general for commanding. 
And gives fogers fiercer look^. 
Wiibafa^ la^ la, la, &c. 

ir. ^ 

*Tis wine that gives a life to lovers, 

Heightens beauties of the fair ; 
Tnath from falfehood it difcoversr, -i 

Quickens joys, and conquers care. 
With or fa, la, la, la, &c. 

III. " ' 

* Wine will fet our fouls on fire. 

Fit us for all glorious things ; 
When rais'd by Bacchus we afpire 

At flights, above the reach of kings^. 
With a /a, la, la, la, &c. 

O o 2 '^^^v^ 
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BriAg m boony roagnains pleotj^. 

Be each glaft ai bom per crown*d ;. 
None to flinch tili.they be eaipty,. 

And full fifty toafit gone rouod. 



Woman cotppai^d to CJhina. 

AWomao's ware, like ckiiia» 
Now cbeap> now dear i» bou|gbt ;; 
"WheD .whoIe» though worth a giHnea» 
- When broke's not ^ordi a gioat %. 
Whin hrokc^ &Q. 

II. 
A woman at St James^t, 

With hundreds you obtain ;- 
9^.t ftay till. lo(l her fame if, 
Shell be cheapio. Drttry'lane^ 
She'tl be cheapo &c. 



Slow Men of London.. 
I, 

THere were ihree lads in our town. 
Slow men of London ; 
Tbey courted a widow was boony aod browfi>« 
Yet they left her undone. 
II. 
They ofterv tafted the widow's chear». 

Slow men of London ; 
Yet the widow was never the near. 
For Aill they left her undone. 

m. 

They went to work without their tooI$, 

Slow men of London ; 
The widow (he fetvi \Vvem ^^^^^ Uks fools* 
Sccaufc they Wtfea: \«i^rui* 
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Wow, ye winds, and come down, rain^ . 

Slow men of London ; 
They never (hall woo this widow agaitti 

Becaufe they left her undone. 



Follow your Leaders* 

To the fortgoing tune, 

TH E manners of the gre^t alfe^ ;. 
Stint not your pleafure : 
If confcience had theii' genius checkt» 

How got they treafure ? 
The more in debt, run in debt the more,* 

Carelefs who is undone ; 
Morals and honefty leave the poor> 
As they do at London, 



The Pimp and Politician Pairallels. 

Tune, '^T'was m>ithin a furlong of Edihbikrgb f^^^' 

IN pimps and politicians 
The genius is the fam^ : 
Both raife their own conditions 

On others guilt and (hame : 
With a tongue well tipt with lies 
Each the want of parts fupplies ; ' 
And with a heart that's aU difguii<ii ' 

Keeps his fchemes unknown. 
Seducing as the devil, 

They play the tempter's' part. 

And have, when mO(t they're civil,^ 

Mod mifchief in their heart. 
Eiach a fecret commerce drives, 
Firft corrupts and then connives,: 
And by his neighbdur'is vicei thrives, • 

Iqt rhey.are all hi? 0"WtVi ' , 
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PniL^i/ip^^. and Ammit^. 

I. ■ ^- • ■• 

WHeo gay AMi^^i^ AH Apprize 
To ^nr^r^/^r's coaqqcntog eyct» '.T< 

He took his pipe, be fought the pluo; ^ ■ . 

ftegojHeft of his groviog pain { 
And refolutdy^bent to ipn^ r •' ...•;; ^ ' t 
The bearded vrow from his breatt* c. 

Come, gentle galfs^ die ftiepheini cry^di, - '*' I 
Be ^c^^ and hii bow defy'd ; '. ' ■ \- 

Bat as gales obfequiotts flem% 
With flo w'ry fcenu and fpicy dsv> 
He.did unknowi^g^ rtpeait ' 
The hfHitb of hmattt is fweii- 

iir. . 

His pipe again the fliepHerd try*dt 

jttfd* warbling nightingares reply'd; 

Their, founds in rival' meafures move^ - 

And ineeting eclioes charn) the grove r 

His. thoughts that Tov'd again' repeat,, . 

The V9ice tf Amoiet is Jfweet , 

IV. 

£ince every fair and lovely view 
The thoughts of Amoret xfmtift 
From flow'ry lawn and Aady green 
To profpeA gloomy change the fcene r 
Sad change for him ! fcr fighing there^ 
He thought of lovers in defpair* 

^ V. 
Convinc*'d, the fad Pi&i/^W/r crles^ 
Now, cruel god, aflert thy prize. 
For love its fatal empire gains; 
Yet grfifit. in pity to my fains«. 
Thtft Jines the nymjVi ma'j o^v it^^x^ 
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The Wit and the Beau. 

Tane, Bright A u r e l i a. • 

I. 

With cvci'y grace young Strephon cho(e 
His perfon to adorn , 
That by the beauties of his face 
In Sylvia's love he might find place» * 

And wonder'd at her fcorn. 
11. 
-With bows and fmiles he did his part> 

But oh ! 'twas all in vain ; 
A youth lefs fine, a youth of art. 
Had talk'd himfelf into her heart, ^ 

And would not oat again. 
III. 
With change of habits Strephon prefs'd^ 

And urg'd her to admire ; 
His love alone the other drefs'd. 
As verfe or profe became it beft, . ^ 

And moy'd her foft defire. 
IV. 
This found, his courtfliip Strephcn ends» 

Or makes it to his gl^s ; 
There in himfelf now feeks amends, 
Gonvinc'd, that where a <u;// pretends, 
A beau is but an aft^ 



The Nurfe's Song. 

i Tune, Yellonxi jlockings^ 

' ;> I. 

HEy ! my kitten, a kitten. 
Hey ! my kitten, a deary j 
Such a fweet peit as this 
Is neither far nor, neary i 
Here we go up, up, up • 
Here we go down, down, downy ;r . 
Here we go back wa»ds and forwards, " ^ v 

^aWiiere we CO rgund, ro\>nd, toVwxi^^ 
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Chicky, cockow, my lily cock. ;; 
fee, fee, fie a downy ; 
Gallop a trot^ tror» trot, 
And hey for Dublin towny. 
This pig went to the market^ 
Squeek moufe, monfe, moufy ;^ . 
Shoe, (hoe, (hoe the wild colt, « ..... 
Aid hear thy own dol doufy. 

Ill; 
"Where was a jewel and petty^ 
Where was a fugar and fpicy ;.. 
Hu(h a baba in a cradle, 
And we'll go abroad in a trity. 
Did-a pappa tonnent it ? . 

Did -e vex his own baby ? did^e T 
Hu(h a bar a in a bo(ie ; . . ^ 

T^dce ous own fucky : did-e I' 

IV. 

Good-morrow, a pudding is broke ;• 
slavers a thread o* cryftal, 
Now the fweet pofTet comes up ; 
Who faid my child was pifs'd all ? 
Come water my chickens, come clock. 
J-eave ofF, or he'll crawl you, he'll crawl you 5 : 
Come, gie me your hand, and I'll beat him : . 
Wha was it vexed my baby ? 

V, ^ 
Where was a laugh and a craw ; 
Where was, was, was a glgling honey? 
Goody, good child (hall be fed. 
But naughty child (hall get nony. 
Get ye gone, raw-head and bloody-bones, ^ 
Here is a child ihat won't fear ye. 
Come, pifTv, p\KY» m^\^vM^\,. 
And ik, ikay, to^4^t^. 



'tyi 
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The Magpie. ^ 

I. 

GOod people, draw near, 
A flory ye*s hear, 
A ilory both pleafant and true ; 
Which happened of late. 
And 's not out of date ; 
I am going to tell it to yoa. 

If. 

It was an old coUer, 

Who foaPd (hoes at Dubletf 
And lov'd to drink the juice of good barley j 

And then with his wife, 

As dear as his life, 
When drunk, he lov'd for to parley. 

Ilk , 

This coble r, thejr fay. 

Being drunk on a day. 
His wife fhe did murmur and chat i 

This cobler, they fay. 

Did thrafti her that day. 
And cry*d. What a pox wad ye be at ? 

rv. 

He had a magpie - 

That was very fly, \: ;t 

And ufed for to murmur and chat ;, 

Who loon got the tone, 

Before it was long, 
CXf, What a pox wad ye be at ? 

'v. 

And this magpie. 

Who was fo very fly, 
Me tn|p a meeting-houfe gat ;. . 

And as the old parfon 

Was Anting his leffoD, 
tCjjf 'dj What a pox wad ye be at ? 
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VL 

The parfon furpris'd, 

Did lift up his eyes : 
Now help us, pray, Father, in need : 

For Saun, I fear. 

Does vifit us here ; 
So help us, pray, Father, with fpeed. 
VII. 

The parfon again 

Began to explain 
To tbofe around him that fat ; 

But Magpie indeed 

Flew over his head, 
And cry*d, What a pox wad ye be at ? 
VIII. 

Then the parfon did fkip, 

Fiye yards at a leap, 
From his pulpit quite down to the floor ; 

And left every faint. 

Quite ready to faint. 
Leaping out of the meeting-houfe door. 

IX. 

Then forae without hats. 

And fome without hoods. 
Then out of the meeting-houfe gat : 

And Magpie happ'd after, 

Which caufed much laughter, 
Crying, What a pox wad ye be at ? 
X. 

Then a fanftify'd foul, 

Who thought to controul, 
LookM Magpie quite full in the hc^ 

Said, Satan, how dare 

You thus to appear 
In this our fan^ify*d place ? 
XK 

But Magpie he pranc'd. 

He (liipp'd and he danc'd, 
Aod out of the meeun^-VvwXt ^^x. \ 
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. And all the way long. 
He kept op his fong. 
Of a. What pox wad ye be at ! 



A good Excufe for Drinking. 

Upbraid me not, capricious fair. 
With drinking to excefi ; 
I (honld not want to drown defpair. 

Were your indifference left. 
Love me, my dear, and you (hall find. 

When this excufe is gone. 
That all my blifs, when Chhe'z kind. 

Is fix*d on her alone. 
The god of wine the vidlory 

To beauty yields with joy ; 
For Bacchus only drinks like me, 

Whc/i Ariadne*% coy. 

Mafon's Song. 
Tune, Leave off your foolijh prating. 

WE have no idle prating, 
0{6x\i^xWhig ox Tory i 
But each agrees 
To leave at eafe, 
And fing, or tcU a ftory. 

Chorus. 
FiU to him to the brim ; 

Let it round the table roll ; 
7 he divine tells you, wine 
,r£heers the body and the foul. ^ 
II. 
We will be men.of pleafure, 
Defpifing pride or party ; 

Whild knaves and fools 
Prefcribe us rules. 
We are fincere and hearty. 
Fill to him. &c. 



^ ^ . in. . 

ffaoyarefb foolifli, 

'So wfiioe for •coartieri favbdi^: ..' " -\ 'V^ 

Well bind bhuo'er ' '-' ^ 

To dnok no inovt i ' - 

Tmhcba4>Vrt«i»ftr<Wit.> ' * - '"^ '' ^. 

iv*^ , ■ .:;• : '^;" ^ 

If an accepted mafoa . . . * !,:^' 

6ould udk of higfi or Wv dutfdkiL 
We'Nrethifli4oinfr'?: 
' A (hallow crown. 
And underftaodio^ no diifrdbi^ . 
FiliUbim^kc. 

V, ' 

The wodd is all in darknefi | ' 
About us they coDJe^ret If 

But little think ' \' 

A fong in dtink 
Succeeds the mafon's ledlure. 
Fill to him^ 5cc. 

VI. 
Then, landlorcf, bnng a liogfhead. 
And in the corner place it j 
Till it rebound 
With hollow found, 
Each mafon hereihall face it. 
Fill to hif?i, &c. 

I t III I I I III WMli 

The frugal MakJ. 

i» 

I Am a poor maiden forfakei^ 
Yet I bear a contented mind i 
I am a poor maiden forfaken, 

Yet I'll find another more kind : 
For altho' I be forfalccn, 

Yet this I would have you to knoWy ■ 
i ne'er was fo ill provided, 
ftit rd two'r tht^c ftui\|,^ \.o twj "Ww . 
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ir. 

I own that once I lov'd hmi. 

But his fcorn I cou*d never endure ; 
Nor yet to that height of peife^ion, 

For his flights to love him the more. 
I own he was very engaging, 

Yet this I would have you to know, 
I ne'er was fo iJl provided, 
J But Vd two'r three firings to my bow, 

111. 
Ye maidens who hear of my ditty, 

And are unto loving incHn'd, 
;^ens minds they are fubjcdl to changing, 

And wavering like the wind ; 
Each objedl creates a new fancy : 

Then this I would have you to do ; 
Be eafy and free, and take pattern by me. 

And keep two'r three ftrings to your bow, 

^' ■ ■ ' — " ^ 

Damon's Picture of Celia. 

Tune, Down the hum ^ Davie. 
I. 

ASfift your vbtVy, friendly Nine, 
Infpire becomit?g lays ; 
Caufe Celiac matchlefs beauty (hiite. 
Till heaven and earth (hall blaze. 
She's pleafant as returning light, 

Sweet as tlie morning-ray, 
"When Phcsbus quells the (hades erf night. 
And brings the chearful day. 
IL 
Her graceful fcehead's wondrous fair. 

As pureft air flrene; 
No gloomy puffion rifing there, 
O'ercaft the peaceful foene : 
Her fmall briglu eye-brows finely 1^eod> 

Tranlport ddrts from her eyes ; 
The Iparkiing diamond they traofeend, 
Or ftars which gem the (kies. 

voi,. IV. * r p 
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III. 
A rifing blufli of heavenly dye 

O'er her fair cheek ftill glows ; 
Her (hining locks in ringlets lie,. ^** * 

Weil fhap'd and fii'd her nofe; k ) 

Her fmiling lips are Jovcly red, .;'.::: 

Like rofes newly blown ; . - : ■ 

Jler iyVy teeth (for moft part hid) 

You'd wi(h for ever fliown, 

IV. 
Her fnowy neck and breads like glafs. 

Or polifliM marble fraooth, • \ 

That nymphs in beauty far furpafs 

Who fir'd the Trojan youth ; 
Her {lender w^llA, white arm and hand, 

Juft fymmetry does grace : 
What's hid from thefe (if you demand) 

Let lively fancy trace p 

V. 

A fprightly and angelic mind 

Reigns in this cpmely frame. 
With decent eafe adls uncon6n*d, 

Infpires the whole like flame ; 
Minerva or Diat2a\ ftafe. 

With Fenus* foftnefs join'd, 
proclaim her goddefs, meant by fate. 

Love's rightful queen deCgn'd. 

VI. 

(Grood gcds ! what raptures fire my foul ! 

How flutters my fond heart ! 
Wlien tender glances art controul. 

And love fupprefs'd impart. 
Propiriouii pow*is, mike Ce/Ja mine. 

Complete my downing blifs ; ' 

At monarch's pomp I'll not repine, 

Kor grudge tUdr h^^^wW. 
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The itew Light. ^ _ ^ 

I. 

C £"//>, now my heart hath broke 
The bond of' vour ungentle yak#y 
©iflblv'd the fetter of that chain * 
By which 1 rtrove fo long in vain : 
May I be flighted if I e*er 
Am caught again within your fnaTc; 
Am caught^ 5cc, 

11. 
In vain you fpread your freach'^rous net, " '• 
, Id. vain your wily fnarcs are fet ; 
The bird can now your arts efpy, 
And, arnn'd with cautioDy from theni^ £y : 
Some heediefs fwafn your prey A^y be. 
But faith you're too wclJ known to rae, * 

Butfitith, &c. • • . ' 

III. 

I with contempt can now defpife 
The treach'rous follies of your eyes. 

And with contempt can Cix. and hear \^ . 

You prattle Doofeofe half a Year, ! * 

Apd go away as little mov'd 
As you was lately when I ]o?*d> 
As }eu nvaff &c. 

IV. 

I wonder v/hat the plague it was 
Made me foch a Aopiid afs, 
To fancy fuch a noble grace 
Ift your language, mien, and face. 
Where now I nothing more can find 
Than what I fee in all your kind. 
Than 'wbat^ &c. 

. V. 

Thus when the droufy god of fleep, 
trpcrn our wearied fancies creep, . 
Some headlefs piece of image rife, 
By fancies form'd delude our eyes x 

p P 2 "trtsir ; I 
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But fooD as e*er the god of day 
Appean. tbey fkiipt and die agMf» 



'■ ■ • ■ ! ■■ I ■ ■■■ ■ ■■ ■ ■ 



Tiic inaac^fiAU 
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Ml love tni^ fidua o0da ,9^ cfaaogiog; 
Nor eVr woald fetde Id my hearty 
From beauty ftiJl to beauty rangiug, 
la cr'ry place I fimod a;.dart. 

lU 

fTwas firA a channiiie flia^ eaflaf'd me^ 
An eye that gave tbc, fatal firoke» 

THl by her nit Corinak 6VM itte, 
''And all my foroler fetters broke. 

in. 

Bat no<^ a long and laffing augoifh 

For Belvidera I eitdure ; 
Hourly I (igh» and hourly laoguifh : 

Nor hope to find the wt)0ted cure. 

IV. 

For here the falfe unconftant loyer. 
After a thoufand beautiev Afown, 

■Poes new farpiifjog durrms difcorer. 
And finds variety in one. 



J T 
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OP THE 

cars WORDS. 



ali. 


Bedrals, headlei. 


Abeit, alkir. 


Beet, to help or repair: 


abovr. 


Bend, to drink. 




Bennifon, bUjpng^ 


; 


Bent, the open f elds, ,, 


fhm. 


Bewith, fonre^hat in tSt 


', 


mean time. 


7. 


Birks, birth. 


f/5. 


Bigg, build. 


^7. 


Billy, brother. 


■^(f. 


Binging, becking^ hend^ 


one» 


'^. / ■ 


ilmffft. 


Blate, baJ}?fuL 


:apboard\ 


Blaw, hl(r^. 


, 


Bleeze, blaze. 


another. 


Blink, gla7ice of the eye: 


my. 


Blatter, blunder. 


i. 


Bode,, predia. 


eyiond^ 


'QodHnyJlored. 




Bbt ^r But, 'withmt. 


R 


Bdugili, founding horns. 


WA 


Bountiih,. a gratuity. 


:h, ,^<7r;J:- 


Bowt, bolt. 


»^.* 


Brachen, a fort of broth. 


: eat'breai^ 


Brae, rijingground. 


^-breadV 


Brankit^ primin'd'Up. 


aim. 


Braid, broad. 


iM 


^ Braader, a gridiron. 




^ W ^\v«^ 



* ^ X .jprtb jL^m^tA Qdfi «r 



Bmck, kr0t$M ftrti, m- CoaVchoi .ME^CWdNai 
refi^.j,,^ • ■> : • -'•-. bmndkerchiif. .^«, ,b!a 

jtoMTf tbijiitami. v.>*<:rack. /p^w5/f.,i^w ^i* 
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. . ■ ■■ c. .- ' '■» 






_ adgte» cheurfrnk 
Caff, w^ id. ri*^/. 
Canod, cannot. 
' Caoker'd, angry, 
Cinoy, <:auti9usi lucky. 
GirlingSy'Wi/ ^kucmen. id 

koiUdpeafe. . 
Caoldy ra/4/. 
Gaukr, cooU frejh. 
Cawky r^^/i. 
-Clag, failing cr iMper- 

fe£Hon, 
Clat, arakf. 
Claiths, chatbi, 
C\2Skt%i iiftJi tattle. 
C\w^t ttbeefle. 
Cockemony, the 

hcufid up. * 
Cod, a pillonw. 
Coft,- bought, 
Cogg, ii nuooden dijh, 
Coof, abhcktead. 



hair 



Grocki, Uajfjkjlti^ .^^ 

CronTe, T^nykuAiWflibvI 
GroMy-mowdy, afirf^ 

gruel. i 
Cfumaiy, <f co^trir^liCT 
• Cnoaue, ^ii^ .^i^-l..'! 

D. .Wv.??s^^ i 

i)aft, mad, fmfi^A^r ;^ 
Dawt, /tW/r* f^^RBQfJ.JisI 
Dight, /« «it;/>c»k . liiii 
Dinna, do not, r . iii^C 
Diog, heat, .. ,. ,;i>il < 
Dool, troubli^ . j^ ^a/i j 
Dofend, frozen^. coli^v A 
Dorty, iatigityi ,. , .:^i 
Dow, r^^. ld« ^^<U;:;i;'jA 
Downa, cannH*..: . ...^t 
Powf, ^^ririgftdi, . , -. . ^;j 
Doughtna, ceuld ntf. ,.u{ 
Dowy, miearyy. hnd^4^-*'\ 
Drant, icjfnit,Jhw. i 
Dramock, coldgf*^.,^f 
prap, drop^r -v\\ 

Dwining, decayk^y. '^ 
Duntiog, leaipig^. .{;jc'i 
Dulce and ta^e^'^^ 
■ plants,. . ..* ^-T Lit'i'i 
Purki a daggers i^-^\^ 
' Earf^ 
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EArd, i'^rM. 
Een, iry«. 
Eild, tf^^, 
Eiih, eafy. 
Eldipg/yjTiv/; 

£ule, tfi>»» 
Eydent, Migent^ 

F. 

FA*, >//. 
Fadge, ir coarfe f9rt 

of roll-bread 
' Fae, y^^. 
Fand, found, 
Fangle, fitwhngU, fond cf 

iv/faf^j 9§9W' 
Tarks,j6in oat-cakes* 
Fafli, iroukU, 
Faufe, /j^. 
Twt,fau/f, 
Fee, nvagei. 
Feirs, brotherf, 
Fendy, anhe^indufirious. 
Feczie, y^/w 
Ferley, nuonder. 
Fey, attended by a fatality* 
Flee, ^. 

Flouk$, flounders. 
¥lyiQ, ' to fe^ltf. ■ 
Fog, «^^ 
Fore, to the £bre, i;? i^/iBrf 

or-iafiing. 
Fouth, pknPf^ . 
Frte, yrw 
FraifiDg, hahling nuUb a 

fooltfh lijondcf^ 



Fou, ori\x\fall. 

G 

GAb, theniouth\ 
Gabocks, /ii/jg)v 

mouthfuls. : 
GaberluQzie, a nval/a that 

bangs on thejsde or him, 
GsLc^gave, Id: go,. 
Gane, gone. 
Gar, make or caufr» 
Gawfy, Jo/fy, large. 
Gate, nvaj, 
Gawn> going. 
Gawd, ^tf//V. Id. goad. 
Gawky, empty ^ fooltfh. • 
Gawot, to yawn. 
Geek, to flout and jeer. 
CGntjyfmali and neat. 
Gin and gtf»^. 
GlaiVe, a fmrd. 
Glaikit, idle and rompifkt. 
Glee, y^. 
Gleed, fquinting. 
Glen, a hollow between 

hills. 
Gloyd, an old horj*. 
Glowr, to flare 
Gowk» the cuciow. Id»' a 

fool. 
Gowping,. handful. . 
Graip, to grope. Id. a tri' 

dent fork for dung. 
Graich, accoutrements... 
Grots, Jkinned oats-. - ^ 
Gutcher, grandfather,^ ; 



Ha\ 



E XPLANATION of 



HA', haU' 
Hae', havs. 
Haf, haif. 

Hagies, a hoited puddurg 
Made of a Jheefs pluck 
ftihtcei^ tjoith f€*met, 
Kalocket, ytghi-Hutded^ 

Hale, nvhole, ■ 

Haly, Sofy, 

Ha me, />Aviff.. 

Hames and brechoms, tvore 

about tke neck: of a carl' 

horfe. 
Hawfc, enthract. 
Heefe, to tifi, 
I lech t, promt fed ^ 
Heagh, any fteep place, 
HodJe, t$ <waddte in nvalh' 

ing. 
Hoden, coarfe cloth. 
Hows, hollo<ws, 
Howms, valleys on river ' 
Jdtf. 

I. 

JEe, to jee back and a- 
gain, the vtotion of a 

balance, 
Ill-fard, ill'favouredy or 

ngly. 
Ilka, each. 
Ilka, every. 
Ingle, fire, 
Jo, pweet' heart,. 
Jouk, to bonv, 
ifl^ *weary or tired. 



I lie, afraid of gho^K 
Ifhogles, ictde^. 
Ife, JfhalK ' 
rther, other. 



KAirn, or Cws i 
of monunL 
flones. 
Kail, cole*worts. Id. b 
Kaim, comb*- 
Kebuck, a cheefr. 
Keek, peep. 
Ken, knoiu, 
Kepp, to cat-ch^ 
Kilted, tucked up. 
Kim, cbirn, 
Kimmer, a flje-gojfip, 
Kirilc, upper petticca 
Kurchie, handkerchh) 



LAg, to fall hehim 
Laigh, Irrjj, 

Lane, o*wnfelf, 

Laith, loath, 

Lapperd, crudlecL 

Laur, I'onv, 

Lawty, jujlice. 

Lave, the re/}, 

Lee, falloiz'^round, 

Leefome, lovely, 

Leefe me, a phrafe 
'when one Icves or is ^ 
fed ivitk a perfofi^ 

Leil, exafi, 

Leogh, laughed. 

Lib, t:>geld. 
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Lilt, a tune. 
Linkan, to move quickfy„ 
Lpor, raiher. 
Loos, loves. 
Louo, afy nocncher^ 
Lout, to bow. 
Lowao, JIamifig. 
Lowo, caim. 

Lacken, gathered together^ 
or ctofejoi»*d toonff an* 
-other, 
Lyart, hoaty or grey ^ 

M..V :^ 

MAik, a moHL ,* 
Mair, mmtM,';. 
Haift, mcjt. X- 

Mftkfna, // ttmtttn not. 
Main, moatt^ 
Mai^ linutr 99 Iwdertf 

groundu 
Martow, nuUsh 
MaiD, mtfi. 

Mavis, Ibcthrt^. 
^eikle,. or Mutkk^ tnmh. 
Meife, move^ 
Menda^ rev&tge* 
Meoie, manneri. \fi, t^ie^ 

corate. 
Meozie, a compaj^ or reh 

tinue, 
Mllfy.^ afearcb/ofmilk: 
MiQt, attempt 
Minny, mother. 
Mirk, dark. 
Mods -meg,, a very large /- 

ron cannon kk the cafilc 



^/lEdinburgh, capahh ♦/* 

holding Pojo people^ 
Mou, mouth. ; i 

Moop, to 9at as nuatfitin^, 

teeth. 
Mouter, the mHler*s^ toll. 
Muck, dung^ 
Mutches, linen quotfs or 

hoods. 

N. 

NA*, andU9cr,no, none*. 
Nane, nom, 
Nces, no/e. 
Ncift, next. 

Wither, Jlarve or pinch 
Nowthcf, neither^ 



OE, grandekild^ 
Ony, ant, 
Owrly, a cramat. 
Owfen, oxen. 
Oxter, armpti. 



V. 

PAntry, a hutt4fry. 
Partafis, crah-fi/h. 
Pat, put 

Pawky, cunning. • 
Paunches, tripe. 
Peat-pot, p¥kt toalpft. 
Vibrogh, a highland tunie.. 
Pickh, a fmall Jhare. 
Pig. earthen pot. 
Pillar, Jlool of repentanee\ 
Pine, pain. 
Pith, Jirength. 

. Plct> 



M<t. hfiii/^M^tm^.^^' Shoo; A/mm^ itivi^Ml^, 
IT.. ..^, ^^^ • Aftlrelidli.^ffc«'#>*ifr^ 



.■.V *•■ 



Priv«r4#, 

Xv Raftcs» ruJlH9» 
Udiip,, put Metier. 

'Imr, /i Hwv ^•■'*- -; -* .- 
RiArtf, rm^^fhiii . • -i- 

IUht, raft-.: . - , 
Rovtb, wdM. 

Htmg^ a disk . * ' ^ 
Rafe, crrooCc, Ufraifi. 

SA€, yj. 
Saft, foft. 
Sair, y&r^, 
Saw^, falu 
SeiiD, appearance^ 
Sell,/^//. . 
Sey, /r;. 
Shaaiia, fiaWnvt. 
Shaogy-moQtbed, fr (hevil- 

gabit, $he mouih much 

to onejJde, 
Sh;ixny conu'dung, 
Sliaw, y^cw. Id., tf ««;^p^ 



Skair, ^4ifV.MVTs\ .jUiiiff 
Skaitb, Atf'/Vj, H%f\ ,isiT 

%afiBt^UJShirii;<^^ MAT- ' 

Smibinp finf^ 'y\ -. ^ ta\X 
Snood, a head hwrf im'r 
Snif ; commktiit^mi^T 
Sodden, Mft^^'.. 't-fhol 
Sonfy, fortunaBe^-ijtMfi^^^ 
Sowena, a kind rffiim^f 
gruel y hoiled like l^€. 
Scum, ofjh^ ao* \- .:''. 
Spake, fpoh^ - 

Spcer, to ajk. ^ . j' 

Spelding, dried^it^Jpt* 
Stanc, J?<Krr« 
Starns, ^/ir/, 
Steck, JhuL '. 
Sttndt flalk kafiily,.' ; . 
Stirk^a^j^ung ktUiegki \f 
Stoop, a prof i- 
Strae, Jiraw. -. 
Streck, y?/v/^i*. ^ 
Steazie, toftain. 
Swats, y^^/ 1//^. 

Sweer> 
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Sweer, unwU/ingt laty, 
Swither^ in doubt,. 
Seybows, young 9Hhnt» 
6jDe> tbfn. 

T. 

TAe» toe. 
TM^tcld. 
Taiken, token.-, 
Taoe, toAfin. Id. the on*. 
Tap, /i^. 
Taulk, talk. 
Thae, tbofe. 
Tent, notice. 
Thcyfe, tbeyjhali. 
Tliolc, tojuffer. 
Thowlefs^ fpiritlefs. 
Thud, »<?//> ofajiroke. 
Tine, /o/J. 
Tint, /^. 
Titter, ratber. 
Tocher, dvwery. 
Tooly, ;^i^/, contend. 
Todlen, a rollit^ Jbort 

ftep. 
Touzle, to ruffe. 
Trig, neat. 
Trow, believe. 
Trifle, afpointment. 
Twin, to fart from.^ 

W. 

WAd, (u;0ifA/. 
Wae, w. 
Wale, /^ f^«/^, the choice. 
Waen, child. 
WaWomtf/adedor nvitber' 
ed. 



Wan, pale. id. Won. 
Wallop, gallop.' 
Wame, ^u)oinb^ bellj. .. 
Ware, bejlotu. 
War, nvorfe. 
Wat, i/r0«it;. 
Wawi, w<7///. 
Wawk, rfualk. Id. /f^^i^, 
Wakerife, not inclined to 

Pep. 
Wear in, hem in. 
Wee, /i///^. 
Weind, thought. 
Weirs, nvari. 
Wha, w^o. 
Whang, a large cut. 
Whatrecks, nuhat tnattert 

it. 
Whilk, ivhicb. 
Whinging, ivbining. 
Whifht, hold your peace. 
Wbillywha, a cheat orbite% 
Wilks, periwinkle/. 
Win, or Won, dwelL 
Winna, 'will not. 
Winfome, bandfome. 
Wift, knvwn. 
Wttherfhios, to move con* 

trary. 
Woo^ ntiool. 
Wood, vtad. 
Woody, a luitby. 
Wow ! nuonderftd! Id. ah f 
Wylie, cunning. 
Wyfon, the gullet. 
Wyre, to blame. 
Unco, very ftrange. 

Yad, 



EXPLANATION, 6^. 

Y Ycrn, defirt, 

'Ad, a mare., Ycftrcen, yefttrnight^ 

Ytfe, yejhm. 
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